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To his Royal Highneſs the 


F 


— 


A. 


5% IS an approved Opinion, There's not ſo un- 
happy a Creature in the World, as the alian 
that wants Ambition: For certainly he lives tu very 
little Uſe that only toils in the ſame Round, and be- 
canſe he knows where he is, tho) in a dirty Koad, 
dares not venture ow a ſmoother Path for fear of 
being lofl. That I am not the Wretch I condemn, 
your Royal Highneſs may be ſufficiently convinc'd, 
in that ſl prone to put this Poem under your 
Patronage. My Motives to it were not ordinary : 
For, beſides my own Propenſity to take an Opportunity 
of publiſhing the extreme Devotion I owe your Royal 
Highneſs, the mighty Encouragement I receiv'd 
from your Approbation of it when preſented on the 
Stage, was Hint enough to let me know at whoſe Feet 
it ought to be laid. Tet whilſt I do this, I am ſenſi- 
ble the curious World will expect ſome Panegyrick on 
zhoſe Heroic Virtues, which are thro'out it ſo much 
admir'd. But as they are a Theme too great for my 
Undertaking, ſo only to endeavour at the Truth of 
'em, muſt in the diſtance between my Obſcurity and 
zheir Height, ſavour of a Flattery, which in your 
Royal Higbneſi's Eſteem I would not be thought gailty 
of : Tho" in that part of em which relates to my ſelf 
7. your Favours ſhower'd on a Thing ſo mean as 
am) ] know not hots to be filent. For you were 
not only ſo indulgent as to beſtow your Praiſe on this, 
but even (beyond my Hopes) to declare in favour of 
my firſt Eſſay of this Nature, and add yet the En- 
couragement of your C * to go forwar Q, wes 
0 a 


firmneſs of your Ref» 
is ſare ef yon, whilſt the ill. minded and. malignant 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
T had the Honour to kiſs your Royal Highneſs's Hand, 


in token of your Permiſſion to make a Dedication to 
yon of the ſecond, I mnſt confeſs, and boaſh, I am 
very proud of it; and it were enough to make me 
more, were I not. feaſible kow far I am undeſerving. 
Yet when 1 conſider you never give your Favours 
preciputately, but that it is a certain Sign of ſome De- 
ſert when you wvouchſafe to promote; I, who have 
terminated my beſl 77 to in it, ones do avrong to 
your Goodneſs, ſhould I not let the World know my 
Mind, as well as my Condition, is rais'dby it. Tam cer- 
tain none that know yoar Royal Highneſs will dif- 

prove my aſpiring, ts the Service of ſo great aud 


> good a Maſter; One who. (as is apparent" by. all 


thoſe who have the Hondur to be near you aud knw. 
you by that Title) never raid without Merit, or 


diſconntenanc'd without Fuſtice. "Trs\that indeed 


obliging Severity which has in all Men created an 
pac 3» Love and Ky whe towards jon; ſince in the 


ution the brave and good Man 


ſears you. This I could not paſs over; and. I hops. 


your Royal Highneſs will pardon it, ſince "tis u- 


affedtedly my Leal to you, who am in nothing [0 
Lee as that I have not a better Opportus 


nity to let you and the World know how much I 
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Your Royal Highneſs's 
moſt Humble, moſt Faithful, 
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THE 


PREFACE. 


 READERx, 
5s not that I have any great Affection to Scrib- 
bling, that I peſter thee with a Preface ; for a- 
mongſt Friends, tis almoſt as poor a Trade 
with Poets, as it with thoſe that write Hackney under 
Attornies, it will hardly keep us in Ale and Cheeſe, 
Honeſt Arioſto began to be ſenſible of it in his Time, 
who makes his Complaint to this Purpoſe; 
I pity thoſe who in theſe latter Days 
Do write, when Bounty hath ſhut up her Gate: 
IV here Day and Night in vain good Writers knock, 
And for their Labour oft have but a Mock, 


Thus I find it according to Sir John Harringrons Tranſ. 
lation; had} I underſtood Italian, I would have given it 
thee in the Original, but that is not my Talent, there - 
fore to proceed: This Play was the ſecond that ever 
I writ, or thought of writing. T muſt confeſs, I had 
often a Titillation to Poetry, but never durſt venture 
on my Muſe; till I got her into a Corner in the County; 
and then like a baſhful young Lover, when I had her 
private, I had Courage to fumble, but never thought 
ſhe would have produc'd any thing; till at laſt, ! 
know not how, ere I was aware, I found my {elf 
Father of a Dramatick Birth, which I called Alcibindes: 
But I might, without offence to any Perſon in tke Play, 
as well have call'd it Nebachadnezzar ; for my Heroc, 
to do him Right, was none of that ſqueamiſh Gentie- 


man I make him, but wou' d as little have boggled at 


the obliging the Paſſion of a young and beautiful Lady, 
as I ſhould my ſelf, had I the ſame Opportunities, 
which I haye given him. This I publiſh to antedate 
the Objections ſome People may make againſt that Play, 

5 4 who 
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who have been (and much Good may it do 'em) very 
ſevere, as they think, upon this. Whoever they are, 
J am ſure I neverdiſoblig'd them: nor have they (thank 
my good Fortune) much injur'd me, In the mean while 
1 forgive 'em, and ſince I am out of the reach on't, 
leave em to chew the Cud on their own Venom. Iam 
well ſatisfy'd I had the greateſt Party of Men of Wit 


and Senſe on my Side; amongſt which I can never 
enough acknowledge the unſpeakable Obligations I re- 


ceiy'd from the Earl of R. who, far above what I am 
ever able to deſerye from him, ſeem'd almoſt to make 
it his Buſineſs, to eſtabliſh it in the good Opinion of 
the King and his Royal Highneſs; from both of whom 
J have ſince receiv'd Confirmation of their good liking 
of it, and Encouragement to proceed, And itisto him, 
I muſt in all Gratitude confeſs, I owethe greateſt part 
of my good Succeſs in this, and on whoſe Indulgency 
J extremely build my Hopes of a next. I dare not pre- 
ſume to take to my ſelf what a great many, and thoſe 
(1 am ſure) of good Judgment too, have been ſo kind to 
afford me, (viz.) That it is the beſt Heroick Play that 
has been written of late; for, I thank Heay'n, 1am 
not yet ſo yain. But this I may modeſtly boaſt of, which 
the Author of the French Bernice has done before me, in 
his Preface tothat Play, that it never fail'd to draw Tears 
from the Eyes of the Auditors; I mean, thoſe whaſe 
Souls were capable of ſo noble a Pleaſure : for twas 
not my Buſineſs to take ſuch as only come to a Play- 
honſe to ſee Farce-fools, and laugh at their own de- 
formed Pictures. 'Tho'a certain Writer, that ſhall be 
nameleſs, (but you may gueſs at him by what follows) 
being ask'd his Opinion of this Play, very gravely 
cock'd, and cry'd, 1 gad he knew not a Line init ke would 
be Anthor of, But he is a fine facetious witty Perſon, as 
my Friend Sir Formal has it; and to be even with him, 
J know a Comedy of his, that has not ſo much as a 
Quibble in it which 1 would be of, And ſo, 
Reader, I bid him and thee | 
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Mere they appear the Lumber of the Stage ! 
: Usd only juſi for reconciling Tools, 


He found qwere very difficult to write: 
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W HEN firſt our Author took this Play in hand, 
He doubted much, and Tong wwas at à Stand, 
He knew the Fame and Memory of Kings 

Were to be treated of as Sacred Things, 

Net as they're repreſented in this Age, 


Or what is worſe, made Villains all, or Fools. 
Befides, the Characters he ſhows to Night, 


He found the Fame of France and Spain at flake, 
Therefore long paus'd, and fear d which Part to take; 
Till this his Fudgment ſafeft underſtood, 

To make them both Heroic as he cou d. 

But now the greateſt Stop wwas yet unpaſt, 

He found himſelf, alas ! confin'd too faſt. 

He is a Man of Pleaſure, Sirs, like you, 

And therefore hardly could to Buſineſs bow; 

Till at the laſt he did this Conqueſt get, 

To make his Pleaſure Whetſtone to his Wit, 

So ſometi mes for Variety he writ. 

But as thoſe Block-heads, who diſcourſe by rote, 
Sometimes ſpeak Senſe, alths they rarely know't : 
So he ſearce knew to what his Work would grow, 
But tæbas a Play, becauſe it would be ſo: 

Yet well he knows this is a weak Pretence, 

For Idleneſ5 is the worſt want of Senſe. 

Let him not new of Careleſneſi be tax d, 

He'll wwrite in earneſt, when he writes the next: 
Mean while — 

Prune his ſuperfluous Branches, never ſpare ; { 


Yet doit kindly, be not tes ſevere, 
He may bear better Fruit another Year. 


As Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Philip II. King of Spain, Mr. Betterton. 
Don Carlos, his Son, Mr. Smith. 
Don John. of Anſtria, Mr. Harris. 
Marquiſs of Poſa, the Prince's Con- 

fident, Mr. Crosby. 
Rui Gomez, Mr. Medburn. 
Officer of the Guards, Mr. Norris. 

WOMEN. 

Queen of Spain, Mrs. Mary Lee. 
Dutcheſs of Eboli, Wife to R. Gomez, Mrs. Shadwell, 
Henrietta, ue Mrs. Gibbs. 
Garcia, 45 EL AMrs, Gillow. + 
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S CE N E, à Palace Royal. 


175 Curtain drawn diſcovers the King and Queen attended, 
Don Carlos, the Marguiſs of Pola, Rui-Gomez, Oc. 
Eboli, Henrietta, Garcia, Attendants, Guards. 


K 1 0 6. 


2 CEE FEE? APPY the Monarch on whoſe Brows 
N ee no Cares 
| 0 N H 14 S Add Weight to the bright Diadem he 
| NG wears; 
2 Like me in all that he can wiſh for, bl eſt. 
m 5 Renown and Love th ie gentleſt Calms of 
And Peace adorn my Brow, enrich my Breaſt, [Refſt, ) 
o me great Nations tributary are; 
Tho? Whilſt my vaſt Dominions ſpread fo far, 
Vhere moſt I reign, I mui pay Homage here. 
To the Qrzen, 
pproach, bright Miſtreſs of my pureſt Vows, 
or ſhow me Tim that more Religion owes 
'0 Heav'n, or to its Altars more dey outly. bows 


D. Car. 


18 
* 
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D. Car. So Merchants, caſt upon ſome ſavage Coaft 
Are forc'd to ſee their deareſt Treaſures loſt, 
Curſe! What's Obedience? A falſe Notion made 
By Prieſts, who when they found old Cheats decay'd, 
By ſuch new Arts kept up declining Trade. [Aſide. 
A Father! Oh---- 

King. Why does my Carlos ſhroud 
His Joy, and when all's Sunſhine wear a Cloud? 
My Son, thus for thy Glory I provide; 

From this fair Charmer, and our Royal Bride, 
Shall ſuch a noble Race of Heroes ſpring, 
As may adorn the Court when thou art King," 

D. Car. A greater Glory I can never know, 

Than what already I enjoy in you. 
The brighteſt Ornaments of Crowns and Pow'rs 
I only can admire, as they are yours. 

King. Heay'n! How he ſtands unmov'd! not the 
Of Tranſpoit, leaſt Show 

D. Car, --- Not admire your Happineſs? I do 
As much admire it as I rey'rence you, 

Let me expreſs the mighty Joy I feel: 
Thus, Sir, I pay my Duty when I kneel. | Kneels to the A. 

Veen. How hard it is his Paſſion to confine! 

I'm ſure 'tis ſo, if I might judge by mine. [ Aſide. 
Alas, my Lord, y 'are too obſequious now. [To Car, 
D. Car, Ol] might TI but enjoy this Pleaſure ſtill, 
Here would I worſhip, and fur ever kneel. [do, 

ee. For Heav'n, my Lord, you know not what you 

King. Still there appears Diſturbance on his Brow 
And in his Looks an Earneſtneſs I read, 

Which from no common Cauſes can proceed. { 4ſide. 
I'll probe him deep 


| --- When, when, my deareſt Joy, [T9 the Queen, 
Shall 1 the mighty Debt of Love defray ? 
Hence to Love's ſecret Temples let's retire, 
There on his Altars kindle th' am'rous Fire, c 
Then Phcoenix-like eachinthe Flame expire. 


Still he is fix'd --» 


1 


e Looking on Don Carlos, 
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Gomer, obſerve the Prince. [To Rui-Gome 
Vet ſmile on me, my charming Excellence, 
Virgins ſhould only Fears and Bluſhes ſhew ; 
But you muſt lay aſide that Title now. 
The Doctrine which preach, by Heav'n is good: 
Oh, the impetuous Sallies of my Blood! 

Queen. To what unwelcome Joys I'm fore d to yield? 
Now Fate her utmoſt Malice has fulfill'd. 
Carlos, farewel; for ſince I muſt ſubmit 

King. Now wing'd with Rapture, let us fly, my Sweet, 
My Son, all Troubles from thy Breaſt reſign, 


And let thy Father's Happineſs be thine, 


[Ex. King and Queen attended. 
D. Car. What King, what God would not his Pow'r 
forego, t 
Teenjoy ſo much Divinity below? 
Didſt thou beheld her, Poſa ? 
Poſa. Sir, I did. 
D. Car. And is ſhe not a ſweet one? Such a Bride! 
O Poſa, once ſhe was decreed for mine: 
Once I had Hopes of Bliſs. Hadſt thou but ſeen 
How bleſt, how proud I was if I could get 
But leave to lie a Proftrate at her Feet, 
E'en with a Look I could my Pains beguile; 
Nay, ſhe in Pity too would ſometimes ſmile; 
Till at the laſt my Vows ſucceſsful proy'd, 
And one Day ſighing, ſhe confeſs'd ſhe loy'd. 
Oh! then I found no Limits to our Joy, | 
With Eyes thus languiſhing we look'd all Day ; 
So vigorous ang ſtrong we darted Beams, 
Our meeting Glances kindled into Flames ; 
Nothing we found that promis'd not Delight: 
For when rude Shades depriv'd us of the Light, C 
As we had gaz'd all Day, we dreamt all Night. 
But after all theſe Labours undergone, 
A cruel Father thus deſtroys his Son; 
In their full Height my choiceſt Hopes beguiles, 
And robs me of the Fruit of all my Toils, 


My 


14 Do Nx CARLOS, 

My deareſt Poſa, thou wert ever kind; 

Bring thy beſt Counſel, and direct my Mind. 
Enter Gomez. 


R. Go. Still is he here --- me Lord, 
D. Car. --- Y our Buſineſs now ? 


ö 
b 


R. Go. I've with Concern beheld your clouded Brow, 


Ah!tho' y*ave loſt a Beauty well might make 
Your ſtriteit Honour and your Duty ſhake, 
Let not a Father's IIls mifguide your Mind, 
But be obetient, tho” he's prov'd unkind. 
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D. Cr, ence, Cynick, to dull Slaves thy Morals 


I haveno Leiſure now to hear thee preach : 
Still you'll uſurp a Power o'er my Will, 

R. Go. Sir, you my Services interpret ill: 
Nor need it be ſo ſoon forgot that I 
Have been your Guardian from your Infancy, 
When to my Charge committed, I alone 
Inſtructed you how to expect a Crown; 
Taught you Ambition, and War's nobleſt Arts, 
How to lead Armies, antt to conquer Hearts : 
Whilſt, tho? but young 
You would with Pleaſtre read of Sieges got, 
And ſmile to hear'of bloody Battles fi fourht : 
And ſtill, tho” not controul, I may advife. 
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D. Car. Alas, thy Pride wears a too thin Diſguiſe: 


Too well I know the Falſhobd of thy Soul, 
Which to my Father render'd me fo foul, 
That hardly as his Son a Smile I've known, 
But always as a Traitor met his Frown. 

My forward Honour was Ambition calbd: 
Or if my Friends my early Fame extoll'd, 
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You damp'd my Father's Smiles till as they ſprung, 


Perſuading I repin'd he liv'd too long. 
So all my Hopes by you were fruſtrate made, 
And, robb'd of Sunſhine, wither'd in'the Shade. 


Whilt, my good Patriot! you diſpos'dthe Crown 


Out of my Reach, to have it in your own. 
But I'll prevent your Policy — 
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. Gs; My Lord, 
This Accuſation is unjuſt and hard. 
The King, your Father, would not ſo upbraid 
My Age: Is all my Service thus repaid? 
But J will hence, and let my Maſter hear 
How generouſly you reward my Care; 
Who on my juſt Complaint, I doubt not, will 
At leaſt redreſs the Injuries I feel. [Exit Gomez. 
Poſa. Alas, my Lord, you too ſeverely urge 
Vour Fate, his Int'reſt with the King is large. 
Beſides, you know. he has already ſeen | 
The Tranſports of your Paſſion for the Queen. 
The Uſe he may of that Advantage make 
g ' You ought at leaſt Favoid but for her ſake. [ part; 
D. Car, Ah! my dear Friend, th'aſt touch'd my tender ſt 
I never yet learn'd the diſſembling Art. | 
Go, call him back, tell him that I implore 
His Pardon, and - will neber offend him more. 
The Queen! kind Heav'n, make her thy neareſt Care. 
” O! fly, overtake him ere he goes too far. [Exit Poſa. 
How are we bandy'd up and down by Fate? 
Buy ſo much more unhappy as we're great. | 
A Prince, and Heir to Spain's great Monarch born, 
I'm forc'd to court a Slave whom moſt I ſcorn; 
Who like a Bramble mongſt a Cedar's Boughs, 
Vexes his Peace under whoſe Shades he grows. 
Now he returns: Auſiſtime Fal ſndod · down, 
Thou Rebel Paſſion — 
4 Re-enter R. Gomez and Poſa. 
Sir, I fear I've done [ToR, Gomez. 
2: You Wrong; but if I have, you can forgive. 
2 Heav'n! can 1 do this abject thing, and live? [A fide, 
ER. Go. Ah my good Lord, it makes too large Amends, 
When to his Vaſſal thus a Prince, deſcends; 
Tho' it was ſomething rigid and unkind, 
7 T*upbraid your faithful Servant and your Friend. 
| D. Car Alas, nomore; all Jealouſies ſhall ceaſe, 
Between us two let there be henceforth Feace, Sq 
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So may juſt Heav'n aſſiſt me when I ſue, 
As I to Gomez always will be true. 
R. Go. Stay, Sir, and for this mighty Favour take 
All the Return Sincerity can make, 
Bleſt in your Father's Love, as I'm in yours, 
May not one Fear diſturb your happy Hours : 
Crown'd with Succeſs may all your Wiſhes be, 
An nel er find worſe Enemies than me. 
[Exeunt D. Car. and Poſa. 
Nor, ſpite of all his Greatneſs, ſhall he need : 
Of too long Date his Ruin is decreed. 
Spain's early Hopes of him have been my Fears ; 
*Twas I the Charge had of his tender Years, 
And read in all the Progreſs of his Growth, 
An untam'd, hanghty, hot and furious Youth ; 
A Will unruly, and a Spirit wild; 
At all my Precepts ſtill with Scorn he ſmil'd. 
Or when, by th' Power I from his Father had, 
Any Reſtraint. was on his Pleaſures laid, 
Uſher'd with Frowns on me his Soul would riſe, 
And threaten future Vengeance from his Eyes. 
But now to all my Fears I bid adieu; 
For, Prince, I'll humble both your Fate and you. 
Here comes the Star by whom my Courſe I ſteer. 
Enter Eboli. 
Welcome, my Love— 
Eboli. My Lord, why ſtay you here, 
Loſing the Pleaſure of this happy Night ? 
When all the Court are melting in Delight, 
You toil with the dull Bus'neſs of the State. 
R. Go. Only, my fair One, how to make thee Great, 
Thou tak'ſt up all the Bus'neſs of my Heart, 
And only to it Pleaſure can impart. 
Say, ſay, my Goddeſs, when ſhall I be bleſt ? 
It is an Age ſince I was happy laſt. 
Eboli. My Lord, I come not hither now to hear 
Your Love, but offer ſomething to your Ear. 
If you have well obſerv'd, you muſt have ſeen 
To day ſome ſtrange Diſorders in the Queen. |} R. 
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R. Go. Ves, ſuch as youthful Brides do ſtill expreſs, 
? Trapatient Longings for the Happineſs. 

7 Approaching Joys will ſo diſturb the Soul, 

As Needles always tremble near the Pole. [well 
f Eboli. Come, come, my Lord, ſeem not ſo blind; too 
I've ſeen the Wrongs which you from Carlos feel ; 
And know your Judgment is too good to loſe 
Advantage, where you may ſo ſafely chuſe. 

% Say now if I inform you, how you may 

With full Revenge all your paſt Wrongs repay. 
ER. Go. Bleſt Oracle! ſpeak how it may be done: 
My Will, my Life, my Hopes, are all thy own. 

; Ebolj, Hence then, and with your ſtricteſt Cunning try 
What of the Queen and Prince you can deſcry : 

W hat ev'ry Look, each quick and ſubtle Glance ; 


Ihen we'll from all produce ſuch Circumſtance 

Ass ſhall the King's new Jealouſy advance. 

Nay, Sir, I'll try what mighty Love you ſnew: 
you will make me great, begin it now. 

How, Sir, d' ye ſtand conſidering what to do? 

R. Go. No, but methinks I view from hence a King, 

A Queen and Prince, three goodly Flowers ſpring : 
| Whilſt on em like a ſubtle Bee I'Il prey, 

' Till fo their Strength and Virtue drawn away, 

Unable to recover, each ſhall droop, 

Grow pale and fading hang his wither'd Top : 

Then fraught with Thyme triumphant back I! come, 
Aud unlade all the precious Sweets at home. [Ex. Go. 
* Eboli, In thy fond Policy, blind Fool, go on, c 
| And make what haſte thou canſt to be undone, 


Whilſt | have nobler Bus' neſs of my own. 
Was I bred up in Greatneſs? Have I been 
z Nurtur'd with glorious Hopes to bea Queen? 
Made Love my Study, and with practis d Charms 
Prepar'd my ſelf to meet a Monarch's Arms; 
At laſt to be condemn'd to the Embrace 
Of one, whom Nature made to her Diſgrace; 
An old, imperfe&, feeble Dotard, who 
Can only tell (alas!) what he would do? Ong 
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On him to throw away my Youth: and Bloom, 

As Jewels that are loſt t'enrich a Tomb? 

No, tho? all Hopes are in a Husband dead, 

Another Path to Happineſs PII tread; 

Elſewhere find Joys which I'm in him deny'd: 

Yet, while he can, let the Slave ſerve my Pride. 

Still P11 in Pleaſure live, in Glory ſhine ; 

The gallant, youthful Auſtria ſhall be mine: 

To him with all my Force of Charms Ill move; 

Let others toil for Greatneſs, whilſt I love. {| Exit. 
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K. H -8 © E:N-E I. 
SCENE, An Orange Grove. 


Enter Don John of Auſtria, 
D John. WX Y ſhould dull Law rule Nature, whe 


firſt made 
That Law: by which her {elf is now betray'd} 
Ere Man's Corruptions made him wretched, he 
Was born moſt Noble that was born moſt Free: 
Each of himfelf was Lord, and unconfin'd, 
Obey'd the Dictates of his God-like Mind, 
Law was an Innovation brought in ſince, 
When Fools began to love Obedience, C 
And call'd their Slavery Safety and Defence, . 
My Glorious Father got me in his Heat, 
When all he did was eminently great: 
When warlike Belgia felt his conqu'ring Pow'r, 
And the proud Germans own'd him Emperor. 
Why ſhould it be a Stain then on my Blood, 
Becauſe I came not in the common Road, 
But born obſcure, and ſo more like a God ? 
No! tho' his Diadem another wear, 
At leaſt to all his Pleaſures I'll be Heir: 
Here I ſhould meet my Eboh, my Fair. 
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a | Enter Eboli, 
She comes as the bright Cyprian Goddeſs moves, 
When looſe, and in her Chariot drawn by Doyes, 
She rides to meet the warlike God ſhe loves. - 
* Eboli, Alas, my Lord, you know not wich what Fear: 
And Hazard I am come to meet you here. 
D. Jehn. O baniſh it: Lovers like us ſhould fly, 
And mounted by their Wiſhes ſoar on high, 
Where ſofteſt Eeſtaſies and Tranſports are, 
While Fear alone diſturbs the lower Air. 
* Ebolj. But who is ſafe when Eyes are every where ? 
— JOr if we could with happieſt Secreſy 

Enjoy theſe Sweets, oh, whither ſhall we fly 

Tr os that Sight whence we can nothing hide? 

D. John. Alas, lay this Religion now aſide; ; 

I'I ſhew thee one more pleaſant, that which Jove 
Set forth to the old World, when from above 
He came himſelf,” and taught his Mortals Love. 
2 . Ebolj, Will nothing then quench your unruly Flame ? 
: My Lord, you might conſider wh I am. 
D. John. I know y' are her I love, what ſhould I more 
: Regard? 
Ebel. — By Heay'n he's brave Ad.. 
But can ſo poor 
F Thought poſſeſs your Breaſt, to think that 1 
Will — my Name with Luſt and 1 ofamy? [ prla: 
q do. John. Thoſe who are nobleſt born ſnould higher 


it. 


he 


+ Love's Sweets. Ohl. let me fly into thoſe Eyes! 


| There's ſomething in em leads my Soul aſtray : 
As he who in a Necromancer's Glafs 

Beholds his wiſh'd-for Fortune by him paſs, 
Yet ſtill with greedy Eyes 
Purſues the Viſion as it glides away. 

3 Eboli. Protect me, Heav'n, I dare no longer ſtay 
3 Your Looks ſpeak Danger: I feel ſomething too 
That bids me fly, yet will not let me go, [ Half aſide. 
: D. John. Take Vows and Prayers if ever I prove falſe; 
ö See at your Feet the humble Auſtria falls, { Kneels. 
bl Etb9t 
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Eboli. Riſe, riſe, [ Auſtria riſes. 
My Lord, why would you thus deceive ? [ Sighs. 
D. Fohn. How many Ways to wound me you con- 
Speak wouldſt thou have an Empire at thy Feet? [trive? 
Say, wouldſt thou rule the World? I'll conquer it. 
Eboli. No; above Empire far I could prize you, 
If you would be but 
D. John. What? 
Ebo't. — For ever true. 
D. John. That thou may'ſt ne'er have Cauſe to fear 
I'll be confin'd for ever in thy Arms: [thoſe Harms, 
Nay, I'll not one ſhort Minute from thee ſtray; 


My ſelf I'll on thy tender Boſom lay, 
Till in its Warmths I'm melted all away. 
Enter Garcia, 
Gar. Madam, your Lord 
Eboli. Oh! fly, or Ym undone. 
D. John. Muſt I without my Bleſſing then be gone? 
| | [ Kiſſes her Hand. 
Eboli. Think you this Indiſcretion merits one? 


D. John. Tm aw*d 

As a ſick Wretch, that on his Death Bed lies, 

Loth with his Friends to part, juſt as he dies, 

Thus ſends his Soul in Wiſhes from his Eyes, [ Exit. 
Eboli. Oh Heay'n! what Charms inYouth andVigour 

Yet he in Conqueſt is not gone too far; [are! 

Too eaſily I'Il not my ſelf reſign : 

Ere I am his, VII make him ſurely mine; 

Draw him by ſubtle Baits into the Trap, 

Till he's too far got in to make Eſcape; - 

About him ſwiftly the ſoft Snare Il caſt, 

And when I have him there, I'll hold him faft. 
Enter Rui Gomez, | 
R. Go, Thus unaccompany'd I ſubtly range 

The ſolitary Paths of dark Revenge: 

The fearful Deer in Herds to Coverts run, 

While Beaſts of Prey affe& to roam alone. 


Eboli. 


[Pulls it back. 
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Eboli. Ak! my dear Lord, how do you ſpend your 
You little think what my poor Heart endures ;[hours? 
Whilſt, with your Abſence tortur'd, I in vain 
Pant after Joys I ne'er can hope to gain. 

R. Go. You cannot my Unkindneſs ſure upbraid ; 
You ſhould: forgive thoſe Faults your ſelf have made. 
Remember you the Task you gave? 

Eboli. "Tis true; 
Your Pardon, for I do remember now. [Sighs, 
If I forgot, 'twas Love had all my Mind : 

And 'tis no Sin, I hope, to be too kind. 
R. Go. How happy am I in a faithful Wife! 
Oh thou moſt precious Bleſſing of my Life! 

Eboli. Does then Succeſs attend upon your Toil ? 
J long to ſee you revel in the Spoil, 

R. Go. What ſtricteſt Diligence could do, I'ye done, 
T* incenſe an angry Father gainſt his Son, 

I to Advantage told him all that's paſt, 

Deſcrib'd with Art each am'rous Glance they caſt: 

So that this Night he ſhunn'd the Marriage-Bed, 

Which thro' the Court has various Murmurs ſpread, 
Enter the King attend:d by Poſa. 

See where he comes with Fury in his Eyes; 

Kind Heay'n but grant the Storm may higher riſe, 

If't grow too loud, I'll lurk in ſome dark Cell, 

And laugh to hear my Magick work ſo well. 

King. What's all my Glory, all my Pomp? how poor 

Is fading Greatneſs? or how vain is Pow'r? 
Where all the mighty Conqueſts I have ſeen? 
I, who o'er Nations have victorious been, 
Now cannot quell one little Foe within, 

Curs'd Jealouſy, that poiſons all Love's Sweets! 
How heavy on my Heart. th' Invader fits ! 
Oh Gomez, thou haſt giv'n my mortal Wound. 

R. Go, What is't does ſo your Royal Thoughts con- 
A King his.Pow'r unbounded ought to have, (found? 
And ruling all, ſhould not be Patton's Slave. 

King. Thou counſell'ſt well, but. art no Stranger ſure 
To the ſad Cauſe of what I now endure. 


- 
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Know'ſt thou, what Poiſon thou didſt lately give? 
And doſt not wonder to behold me livre? 

R. Go, I only did as by my Duty ty'd, 
And never ſtudy'd any thing beſide. 

King. I do not blame thy Duty or thy Care: 

Quickly, what paſt between em more, declare. 

How greedily my Soul to Ruin flies! 

As he, who in a Fever burning lies, 

Firſt of his Friends does for a. Drop implore, 7 
Which taſted. once, unable to give o'er, 5 
Knows 'tis his Bane, yet ſtill thirſts after more. 

Oh then | h 7 ; | 

R. Go, —— I fear that you'll interpret wrong 
"Tis true, they gaz'd, but 'twas-not very long. {ſaid ? 

King. Lie ſtill, my Heart: Not long, was't that you 

R. Go, No longer than they in your:Preſence ſtay'd. 

King. No longer? Why, a Soul in leſs time flies 
To Heav'n; and they have chang'd theirs at their Eyes. 
Hence abje& Fears, be gone: ſhe's all Divine. 
Speak, Friends, can Angels in Perfection ſin ? 

R. Go. Angels that ſhine above, do oft beſtow 
Their Influence on poor Mortals here below. 

King. But Carlos is my Son, and always near; 
Seems to moye with me in my glorious Sphere. 
True, ſhe may ſhow's protaiſcuous Bleſſings down 
On Slaves that gaze for what falls from a Crown: 
But when too kindly ſhe his Brightneſs fees, 

It robs my Luſtre to add more to his. 

But Oh! I dare not think 
That thoſe Eyes ſhoild at leaſt ſo humble be, 

To ſtoop to him, when they had vanquiſh'd me. 

Poſa, Sir, I am proud to think I know the Prince, 

That he of Virtue 'has too great a Senſe, 
'To cheriſh but a 'Thought beyond the Bound 
Of ſtricteſt Duty, He to me has own'd, 
How much was to his former Paſſion due, 
Yet ſtill confeſs'd he above all priz'd you. 
R. Go. You better reconcile, Sir, than adviſe :: 


Be not more charitable than y'are wiſe. 'The 
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! The King is ſick, and we ſhould give, him Eaſe, 
But firſt find out the Depth of. his Diſeaſe, | 
: Too ſudden Cures haye oft pergicious grown; 
We muſt not heal up feſter'd Wounds too ſoon. 
* King. By this then you a Pow'r wou'd o'er me gain, 
= Wounding to let me linger i in the Pain. 
I'm ſtung, and won't the Torture long endure: 
= Serpents that wound, have Blood thoſe Wounds to cure, 
R. Go. Good Heav- n forbid that I ſhould ever dave 
To queſtion Virtue in a Queen ſo fair; 
* 'Tho' ſhe her Eyes caſt on her glorious Son: 
Men oft ſee Treaſures, and yet covet none, 
King, Think not to blind me with dark: Irowes, 
Iqhe Truth diſguis'd in obſcure Contraries, 
No, I will trace his Windings; all her dark 
u And ſubtleſt Paths, each little Action mark. 
If ſhe prove falſe, as yet I fear, ſhe dies. 
q Enter Queen attended, and Henrietta. 
Ha! here! O let me turn away my Eyes, 
For all around ſhe'll her bright Beams diſplay : 
Shou'd J to gaze on the wild Meteor ſtay, 
Spite of my ſelf I ſhould be led aſtray. 
[Exit the King attended, looking at the Queen. 
Queen, How ſcornfully he is withdrawn ! 
Sure ere his Love he'd let me know his Pow'r: 
As Heay'n oft thunders ere it ſends a Show'r, 
This Spaniſh Gravity is very odd ; { 


All things are by Severity ſo aw'd, 

That little Love dares hardly peep abroad, 
Hen. Alas! what can you from old Age expect, 

When frail uneaſy Men themſelves neglect ? 

Some little Warmth perhaps may be behind, 

's Tho? ſuch as in extinguiſh'd Fires you'll find; 

Where ſome Remains of Heat the Aſhes hold, 

Which (if for more you open) ſtraight are cold, 
Queen, Twas Intereſt and Safety of the State; 

Int'reſt, that bold Impoſer on our Fate; 

That always to dark Ends miſguides our Wills, 

And with falſe Happineſs ſmooths o'er our Ills. It 


24 Don CAR LoOs, 


It was by that unhappy France was led, 
When tho' by Contract I ſhould Carlos wed, 
I was an Offering made to Philip's Bed. 
Why ſigh'ſt thou, Henrietta? Hen. ſighs. 
Hen. Who is it can | 
Know your ſad Fate, and yet from Grief refrain? 
With Pleaſure oft I've heard you ſmiling tell 
Of Carlos Love. 
Queen. And did it pleaſe you well? 
In that brave Prince's Courtſhip there did meet 
All that we could obliging call or ſweet. 
At ev'ry Point he with Advantage ſtood; 
Fierce as a Lion, if provok'd abroad; 
Elſe ſoft as Angels, charming as a God. 
Hen. One ſo accompliſh'd, and that Toy'd you too, 
With what-Refentments muſt he part with you? 
Methinks I pity him But oh! in vain: 


He's both above my Pity and my Pain. LAſide. 
Queen, What means this ſtrange Diſorder ? 
Hen. Vonder view, 


Fhat which I fear will diſcompoſe you too. 
Enter Don Carlos, and Poſa. 


Queen, Alas the Prince! There to my Mind appaars : 


Something that in me moves unuſual Fears. 

Away, Henrietta [Offers ts go. 
D. Car. Why would you be gone! 

Is Carlos' Sight ungrateful to you grown ?- 

If tis, ſpeak : In Obedience I'll retire. Tnigher. 
Queen, No, you may ſpeak, but muſt advance no 
D. Car. Muſt I then at that awful Diſtance ſue, 

As our Fore-fathers were compell'd to do, 

When they Petitions made at that great Shrine, 

Where none but the High Prieſt might enter in? 

Let me approach; I've nothing for your Ear, 

But what's ſo pure it might be offer'd there. 


Queen, Too long tis dang*rous for me here to ſtay: * 


If you muſt ſpeak, proceed: What would you ſay ? 
[Carlos kneels. 
May -. 
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Nay, this ſtrange Ceremony pray give o'er. 
D. Car. Was I ne'er in this Poſture ſeen befere? 
Ah! can your cruel Heart ſo ſoon reſign 
All Senſe of theſe ſad Sufferings of mine? 
To your more juſt Remembrance, if you can, 
Recal how fate ſeem'd kindly to ordain 
That once you ſhould be mine; which I believ'd: 
Tho' now, alas! I find I was deceiv'd. (upbraid. 
Queen. Then, Sir, you ſhould your Fate, not me 
D. Car. Iwill not ſay y'ave broke the Vows you made; 
Oaly implore you would not quite forget 
The Wretch y've oft ſeen dying at your Feet, 
And now no other Favour begs to have, 
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Than ſuch kind Pity as becomes your Slave, 
= For midſt your higheſt Joys, without a Crime, 
At leaſt you now and then may think of him. 
* Queen, If Cer you lov'd me, you would this forbear ; 
It is a Language which I dare not hear, 
My Heart and Faith become your Father's Right; 
All other Paſſions I muſt now forget. 

D. Car. Can then a Crown and Majeſty diſpenſe 
Upon your Heart ſuch mighty Influence, 8 
That I muſt be for ever baniſh'd thence? 

Had I been rais'd to all the Heights of Pow'r, 
la Triumph crown'd the World's great Emperor, 
Le. ½ Of all its Riches, all its State poſſe(s'd, 
et you ſhould ſtill have govern'd in my Breaſt, 
teen. In vain on her your Obligations lay, 
' 2 Who wants not Will, but Power to repay. 

Hen. Yet had you Henrietta's Heart, you would 
At leaſt ſtrive to afford him all you could. [4/ide. 
D. Car. Oh! ſay not you want Pow'r; you may with 
Kind Look pay doubly all ve undergone. (one 
And knew you but the Innocence | bear, 

How pure, how ſpotleſs all my Wiſhes are, 
Lou would not ſcruple'to ſupply my ant, 
When all I ask you may ſo ſafely grant. 

Queen, I know not what to grant; too well I find 
That till at leaſt I cannot be unkind. 
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D. Car. Aﬀeord me then that little which I crave. 
Queen, You fhall not want what I may let you have. 
[Grves her Hand ſighing. 


D. Car, Like one 
That ſees a heap of Gems before him caſt, 
Thence to chuſe any that may pleaſe him beſt; 
From the rich Treaſure whilſt I Choice ſhould make, 
Dazzled with all, I know not where to take, 
J would be rich 
Queen---Nay, you too far encroach ; 
fear I have already given too much. ¶ Turns from him. 
D. Car. Oh rake not back again th' appearing Bliſs z 
How difficult's the Path to Happineſs! 
Whilſt up the Precipice we climb with Pain, 
One little Slip throws us quite down again : 
Stay, Madam, tho' you nothing more can give, 
Than juſt enough to keep a Wretch alive; 
At leaſt remember how I've loy'd------ 
Queen, --- I will. 
D. Car. That was ſo kind, that I muft beg more ſtill; 
Let me love on: It is a very poor 
And eaſy Grant, yet VII requeſt no more. 
Qucen. Do you believe that you can Love retain, 
And not expect to be beloy'd again? 
D. Car. Ves, I will love, and think Pm happy too, 
So long as I can find that you are fo: 
All my Difquiets baniſh from my Breaſt ; 
I will endeavour to do ſo at leaſt, [ Sighing deeply, 
Or if 1 can't my Miſeries outwear, 
They never more ſhall come roffend your Ear. [admire, 
©ucen, Love then, brave Prince, whilſt I'll thy Love 
[ Gives her Hand, which Don Carlos during all this 
Speech kiſſes eagerly. 
Yet keep the Flame ſo pure, ſuch chaſte Deſire, 
That without Spot hereafter we above 
May meet, when we ſhall come all Soul, all Love. 
Till when---,-Oh! whither am I run aſtray ? 
1 grow too weak, and muſt no longer ſtay: 
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For ſhould I, the ſoft Charm ſo ſtrong would grow, 
1 find that I ſhall want the Power to go. 
[Ex. Queen and Henrietta, 
D. Car. Oh ſweet 
If ſuch Tranſport be in a Taſte ſo ſmall, 
How bleſs'd muſt he be that poſſeſſes all! 
Where am I, Poſa? Where's the Queen > [Standing 
Poſa. My Lord [am ax d. 
A while ſome Reſpite to your Heart afford: 
The Queen's retir'd,---- 
D. Car.----Retir'd ! And did ſhe then 
Juſt ſhew me Heav'n, to ſhut it in again? 
This little Eaſe augments my Pain the more; 
For now I'm more impatient than before, 
And have diſcover'd Riches make me mad. 
Poſa. But ſince thoſe Treaſures are not to be had, 
You ſhould correct Deſires that drive you on 
Beyond that Duty which becomes a Son. 
No longer let the Tyrant Love invade ; 
The Brave may by themſelves be happy made. 
You to your Father now muſt all reſign. 
D. Car. But ere he robb'd me of her, ſhe was mine. 
To be my Friend is all thou haſt to do, 
For half my Miſeries thou canſt not know. 6 
Make my ſelf happy! Bid the Damn'd do ſo; 
Who in ſad Flames muſt be for ever toſs'd, 
Yetſtillin view of the loy'd Heav'n th'ave loſt. [ Excuxt. 
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A:CT-ME-$SCENE: 1. 


The Grove continues. 


Enter Don John of Auſtria, 


D. H OW vainly would dull Moraliſts impoſe 
Limits on Love, whole Nature brooks no 
Love is a God, and like a God ſhou!d be [Laws t 
Inconſtant with unbounded Liberty, | 
B 2 Rove 
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Jadorn a little Idol of her own. 
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Rove as he liſt. 
I find it; for ev'n now I've had a Feaſt, 
Of which a God might covet for a Taſte, 
Methinks I yet 
See with what ſoft Devotion in her Eyes 
The tender Lamb came to the Sacrifice, 
Oh how her Charms ſurpriz'd me as I lay! 
Like too near Sweets they took my Senſe away; : 
And I ev'n loſt the Pow'r to reach a Joy. 
But thoſe croſs W itcheraſts ſoon unravell'd were, 
And I was lulPd in Trances ſweeter far: 
As anchor'd Veflels in calm Harbours ride, 
Rock'd on the Swellings of the floating Tide. 
How wretched's then the Man, who tho' alone 
He thinks he's bleſt, yet as confin'd to one, 
Is but at beſt a Pris'ner on a Throne ? 

| To him King attended, Poſa, and Gomez, 

King. Ye mighty Powers, whoſe Subſtitutes we are, 
On whom y'ave lain of Earth the Rule and Care, 
Why ah our Toils do you reward with 11], 

And to thoſe weighty Cares add greater till ? 
Oh how could I your Deities enrage, 

That bleſs'd my Youth thus to afflict my Age? 
A Queen and a Son's Inceſt ! diſmal Thought! 

D. John. What is't ſo ſoon his Maj.ſty has brought 
From the ſoft Arms of his young Bride > [Tv Gomez. 

King. Ay true! 

Is ſhe not, Auſtria, young and charming too ? 
Doſt thou not think her ro a Wonder fair ? 
Tell me---- 

D. John. By Heav'n more bright than Planetsare : 
Her Beauty's Force might ev'n their Pow'r out- do. 

King. Nay, ſhe's as falſe, and as unconſtant too, 
Oh Auſtria, that a Form ſo outward bright 
should be within all dark and ugly Night! 

For ſhe, to whom T'd dedicated all 
My Love, that deareſt Jewel of my Soul, 
Takes from its Shrine the precious Relick down, 
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y Son! that Rebel both to Heav'n and me! 
Oh the diſtracting Throws of Jealouſy ! 


But as a drowning Wretch juſt like to ſink, 


Sees him that threw him in upon the Brink; 
At the third Plunge lays hold upon his Foe, 
And tugs him down into Deftruction too: 
So thou from whom theſe Miſeries I've known, 
Shalt bear me out again, or with me drown. 
[Seizes roughly on Rui Gomez. 
R, Go. My Loyalty will teach me how to wait 
All the Succeſſes of my Soy'reign's Fate. 
What is't, Great Sir, you would command me? 
King, How ? ----- 
What is't ? --- I know not what I'd have thee do: 
Study Revenge for me, 'tis that I want. 
D. John. Alas! what Frenzy does your Temper haunt F 


> Revenge! on whom + 


King. On my falſe Queen and Son. have done? 
R. Go. On them! good Heay'n! what is't that they 


> Oh had my Tongue becn curs'd ere it had bred 
This Jealouſy---- [Half aſide, 


King. Then cancel what thou'ſt ſaid, 


= Didft thou not tell me that thou ſaw'ſt him ſtand 
Printing ſoft Vows in Kiſſes on her Hand; 

= Whilſt in requital ſhe ſuch Glances gave, 
Would quicken a dead Lover in his Grave? 


R. Go. I did; and what leſs could the Queen allow 


To him, than you to ev'ry Vaſſal ſhow ? 
Th' affording him that little from Love's Store, 
2 Imply'd that ſhe for you reſerv'd much more. 


| King. Oh, doubtleſs, ſhe muſt have a wondrous Store 


4 Of Love, that ſells it at a Rate ſo poor. 


Now thou'dſt rebate my Paſſions with Advice; 
And when thou ſhou'dſt be active, wou'dſt be wiſe, 
No, lead me where I may their Inceſt ſee, 
Do, or by Heay'n---do, and I'll worſhip thee! 
Oh how my Paſſions drive me to and fro! 
Under their heavy Weight I yield and bow. 
B 3 But 
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But I'll re-gather yet my Strength, and ſtand 
Brandiſhing all my Thunder in my Hand. 

Poſa. And may it be ſent forth, and where it goes 
Light fatally and heavy on your Foes, 
But let your Loyal Son and Conſort bear 
No Ill, ſince they of any guiltleſs are. 
| Here with my Sword Defiance I proclaim 
( To that bold 'Traitor that dares wrong their Fame, 
D. Fehn. i too dare with my Life their Cauſe make 

ood. 

, Kize. sure well their Innocence y'ave underſtood, 
| That you ſo prodigal are of your Blood, 
Or wouldſt thou ſpeak me Comfort? I would find 
Mongſt all my Counſellors at leaſt one kind, 
Yet any thing like that I muſt not hear! c 


For ſo my Wrongs I ſhould too tamely bear, 
And weakly grow my own mean Flatterer, 
Yoſa withdraw----- [ Exit Poſa. 
Ny Lords, all this y'ave heard. 
R. Go. Yes, I obſerv'd it, Sir, with ſtri& Regard: 
The young Lord's Friendſhip was too great to hide. 
Xing. Is he then ſo to my falſe Son ally'd 2. 
I am environ'd ev'ry way, and all 
My Fate's unhappy Engines plot my Fall. 
Like Ceſar in the Senate thus I ſtand, 
Whilſt Ruin threaten'd him on ey'ry hand. 
From each fide he had warning he muſt die; 
Yet ſtill he brav'd his Fate, and fo will I. 
To ſtrive for Eaſe would but add more to Pain: 
As Streams that beat againſt their Banks in vain, 
Retreating ſwell into a Flood again. | 
No, I'll do things the World ſhall quake to hear: 
My juſt Revenge ſo true a Stamp ſhall bear, 
As henceforth Heay'n it ſelf ſhall emulate, 
And copy all its Vengeance out by that. 
1 All but Rui Gomez I muſt have withdrawn, 
f I've ſomething to diſcourſe with. him alone, 
Ex. Ones, prater King and * 
OW 
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1 Now, Gomez, on thy Truth depends thy Fate: 


Thou'ſt wrought my Senſe of Wrong to ſuch a Height, 
Within my Breaſt it will no longer ſtay, 


Hut grows each Minute till it force its way. 


oO 


| I would not find myſelf at laſt deceiy d. 


R. Go. Nor would I *gainſt your Reaſon be believ'd. 


Think, Sir, your Jealouſy to be but Fear 
Of loſing Treaſures, which you hold ſo dear. 
* Your Queen and Son may yet be innocent: 


I know but what they did, not what they meant. 

King, Meant! what ſhould Looks, and Sighs, and 
No, no; I need not hear it o'er again, |Preflings mean? 
No Repetitions----ſomething muſt be done. 
Now there's no Ill I know that I would ſhun. 
Fil fly, till them I've in their Inceſt found, 
Full charg'd with Rage, and with my Vengeance hot; 
Like a Granado from a Cannon ſhor, 
Which lights at laſt upon the En:my's Ground, 
Then breaking deals Deſtruction all around. ¶ Exit King. 
K. Go, So, now his Jealouſy is at the Top, 
Each little Blaſt will ſerve to keep it up. 
But ſtay; there's ſomething I've omitted yet; 
Poſa's mine Enemy; and true, he's great. 
Alas, I'm arm'd 'gainſt all that he can do ; 
For my Snare's large enough to hold him too: 
Yet I'll diſguiſe that Purpeſe for a while; 
But when he with the reſt is caught i'th' Toil, c 
I'll boldly out, and wanton in the Spotl. 

Enter Poſa. 

Peſa. My Lord Rui Gomez ! and the King not here 
You, who ſo eminent a Fav'rite are 
In a King's Eye, ſhould ne'er be abſent thence. 

R. Go. No, Sir, 'tis you that by a riſing Prince 
Are cheriſh'd, and ſo tread a ſafer way, 
Rich in that Bliſs the World waits to enjoy. 

Poſa, Since what may bleſs the World we ought to 
I wiſh there were no publick Enemies : prize, 
No lurking Serpents Poiſon to diſpenſe, 
Nor Wolves to prey on noble Innocence; 
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No Flatt'rers, that with Royal Goodneſs ſport, 
1 hoſe ſtinking Weeds that over-run a Court. 

R. Go, Nay, if good Wiſhes any thing could do, 
J have as earneſt Wiſhes, Sir, as you: 

Ihat tho' perhaps our King enjoys the beſt 
Of Pow'r, yet may he ſtill be doubly bleſs'd. 
May he 

Foſa. Nay, Gomez, you ſhall ne'er out- do me there; 
Since for Great Philip's Good I would you were 
Af poſlible) more honeſt than you are. 

R. Go. Why, Poſa; what Defe@ can you diſcern ? 

Poſa. Nay, half your Myſteries I'm yet to learn: 
Tho" this I'll boldly juſtify to all, [ Gomez 
That you contrive a gen'rous Prince's Fall, ſmi es. 
Nay, think not by your Smiles and careleſs Port, 

To laugh it off; | come not here to ſport, 
I do not, Sir, | 

R. Go. Young Lord, what Meaning has 
This Heat? 

Fcſa, To let you ſee I know Yy are baſe. 

R. Go. Nay then, I Pardon ask that 1 did ſmile; 
By Heay'n, I thought y*had jefted all this while. 
Baſe !-- -- 

ſa. Ves, more baſe than impotent or old. 

All Virtue in thee, like thy Blood, runs cold: 
Thy rotten putrid Carcaſe is leſs full 

Of Rancour and Contagion than thy Soul, 

Ev'n now before the King I ſaw it plain; 

But Duty to that Preſence aw'd me then: 

Yet there I dar'd thy Treaſon with my Sword : 

But ftill------ 

Thy Villany talk'd all : Courage had not a Word. 
True, thou art old; yet if thou haſt a Friend, 

To whom thy curſed Cauſe thou dar'ſt commend, 
*Gainſt him in publick I'll the Innocence | 
Maintain of the fair Queen and injur'd Prince. 

K. Go, Farewel, bold Champion---- 
Learn better how your Paſſions to diſguiſe, | 
Appear leſs cholerick, and be more wiſe, [Exit 1 

o/a. 


* 


PRINCE of Srarn, 33 


poſa. How frail is all the Glory we deſign, 
Z Whilſt ſuch as theſe have Pow'r to undermine ? 
2 Unhappy Prince! who might'ſ have ſafely ftood, 
7 If thou hadſt been leſs great, or not ſo good, 
Why the vile Monſter's Blood did I not ſhed, 
And all the Vengeance draw on my own Head r 
b — Honour ſo had had this juſt Defence, 
f 7 hat I preſerv'd my Patron and my Prince. 
4 Enter Carlos and the Queen. 
1 Brave Carlos: Ha! he's here. O Se: take heed, 
© By an unlucky Fate your Love is led. 
* The King, the King your Father's jealous grown; 
* Forgetting her his Queen, or you his Son, 
Calls all his Vengeance up againſt yeu both. 
D. Car. Has then the falſe Na- Gomes broke his Oath: 
And, afterall, my Innocence betray'd ? 
Poſa. Yes, all his ſubtleſt Snares are for you laid. 
The King within this Minute will be here, 
And you are ruin'd, if but ſeen-with her, 
Retire, my Lord---- 
Queen. How! is he jealous grown ? 
thought my Virtue he had better known. 
His unjuſt [Doubts have ſoon found out the Way. 
To make their Entry on our Marriage Day : 
For yet he has not knowr with me a Night: 
Perhaps his Tyranny is his Delight 
And to tuch Height his Cruelty is grow, 
He'd exerciſe it on his Queen and Son. 
Pat ſince, my Lord, this Time we muſt obey 
Our Intereft, I beg you would not ſtay : 
Not ſecing you, he may to me be juſt. 
D Car; 'Should I then leave you, Madam ? 
Queen. Yes, you mult. 


B. Car. Not then when Storms againſt your Virtue ' | 
No; ſince to loſe you wretched Carlos dies, [ rite; - | 
He'll have the Honour of it, in your Cauſe. d 


This is the nobleſt thing that Fate could do; 
{ Ste thus abates the Rigour of her Laws, 
Since 'tis ſome Pleaſure but to die for you. 


| * 


Dutems- 
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Qucen. Talk not of Death, for that ev'n Cowards 
When their baſe Fears compel em to deſpair: dare, 
Hope's the far nobler Paſſion of the Mind; 

Fortune's a Miſtreſs, that with Caution kind 
Knows that the Conſtant merit her alone, 
They who, tho' ſhe ſeem'd froward, yet court on. 

D. Car. To wretched Minds thus ſtill fome Comfort 

gleams, 1 
And Angels eaſe our Griefs, tho' but with Dreams. k 
1 have 100 oft already been decciv'd, 7 
And the Cheat's grown too plain to be believ'd. | 
You, Madam, bid me go. | Looking earneſtly at the Yveen. 

Qzcen. You muſt, 

Poſa, You ſhall, | 
Alas 1 love you, would not ſee you fall; 1 
And yet may find ſome Way Yeyade it all. 

D. Car. Thou, Poſa, ever wert my trueſt Friend; 
1 a!moſt wiſh thou wert not now fo kind. 

Thou of a Thing that's loft tak'ſt too much Care; 
And you, fair Angel, too indulgent are. [To the Queen, 
Great my Deſpair ;z but ſtill my Love is higher, 
Well---in Obedience to you 1“ retire; 

Tho? during all the Storm I will be nigh, 


5 
5 
1 
5 
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Where if I fee the Danger grow too high, 
To ſave you, Madam, I'll come forth and die. 
[Exit Don Carlos. 
Unter King and Rui-Gomez, 
King. Who would have gueſs'd that this had ever been? 
[ Seeing Poſa and the Mican. 
F iſtration ! Where ſhall my Revenge begin? 
Why, he's the very Paud to all her Sin; 
And to diſguiſe it puts on Friendſhip's Mask: 
But his Diſpatch, Rui-Gomex, is thy Task. 
With him pretend ſome private Conference, 
And under that Diſguiſe ſeduce him hence; 
Ihen in ſome Place fit for the Deed impart 
The Bus'nefs by a Ponyaid to his Heart. 
R. Go. Tis done, ------ 
King. So, Madam [Steps to the Quten. 
© ucen, 
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* Ouwern.--- By the Fury in your Eyes, 
I underſtand you come to tyrannize, 
I hear you are already jealous grown, 
And dare ſuſpect my Virtue with your Son. 
King. Oh Woman-kind! thy Myſt'ries who can ſcan, 
7 Too deep for eaſy, weak, believing Man? 
Hold, let me look: Indeed y'are wond'rous fair; 
So on the outſide Sodom's Apples were: 
And yet within, when open'd to the View, 
Not half ſo dangerous, or ſo foul as you. 
Queer. Unhappy wretched Woman that I am! 
And you unworthy of a Husband's Name ! 
Do you not bluſh? 
Kg. Yes, Madam, for your Shame, 
Bluſh, too, my Judgment e'er ſhould prove fo faing, 
To let me chuſe a Devil for a Saint. 
When firſt I faw and lov'd that tempting Eye, 
The Fiend within the Flame I did not ſpy : 
But ſtill ran on and cheriſh'd my Defires, 
For heav'nly Beams miſtook infernal Fires; 
Such raging Fires as you have ſince thought fit 
Alone my Son, my Son's hot Youth ſhould meet. 
Oh Vengeance, Vengeance! -----» 
Queen. ----- Poor ungenerous King! 
How mean's the Soul from which ſuch Thoughts mul 
Was it for this J did fo late ſubmit, {ſpri ing! 
To let you whine and Janguiſh at my Feet; 
When with falſe Oaths you did my Heart beguile, 
And proffei'd all your Empire for a Smile ? 
Then, then my Freedom 'tiyas I did reſian, 
Tho' yeu (till (wore you w uld preſerve it mins. 
And ſtill it ſhall be fo, for from this Hour 
I vow to hate, and never ſee you more. 
Nay, frown not, Philip, for you, ſoon ſhall know 
I can reſent and rage as well as you. 
King. By Hell, her pride's as raging as her Luſt. 
A Guard there---Scize the Queen- - [Enter Guards. 
Frter Carlos, and intercepts the Gus. 


D. Car, ---Hold, Sir, be jul, 


Firſt 


151 
i 
| 
| 
1 


36 Don CAR Los, 


Firſt look on me, whom once you call'd your Son, 
A Title I was always proud to own. 
King. Good Heav'n! to merit this what have I done, 


That he too dares before my Sight appear? 


D. Car. Why, Sir, where is the Cauſe that I ſhould 
Bold in my Innocence, I come to know [ fear ? 
The Reaſon why you uſe this Princeſs ſo, 

King. Sure I ſhall find ſome way to raiſe this Siege : 
He talks as if *twere for his Privilege. 

Foul Raviſher of all my Honour, hence ! 

But ſtay ! Guards, with the Queen ſecure the Prince, 

Wherefore in my Revenge ſhould I be ſlow ? 

Now in my Reach, Ill daſh 'em at a Blow. 

Eiter Don John of Auſtria, Eboli, Henrietta, and Garcia, 
D. John. I come, Great Sir, with Wonder here, to {ee 

Your Rage grown up to this Extremity, 

Againſt your beauteous Queen, and loyal Son; 

What is't that they to merit Chains have done? c 

Or is't your own wild Jealouſy alone? 

King. O Auſtria, thy vain Enquiry ceaſe, 

If thou haſt any value for thy Peace. 

My mighty Wrongs ſo loud an Accent bear, 

Twould make thee miſerable but to hear. 

D. Car. Father, if I may dare to call you ſg, 
Since now I doubt if, I'm your Son or no; 

As you have ſeald my Doom, I may complain. 
King. Will then that Monſter dare to ſpeak again? 
D. Car. Ves: Dying Men ſhould not their Thoughts 

And ſince you take ſuch Joy in Cruelties, (diſguiſe. 

Ere of my Death. the new Delight begin, 


Be pless'd to hear how cruel you have been. 


Jime was that we were ſmil'd on by our Fate, 
You not unjuſt, nor I unfortunate : 

Then, then I was your Son, and you were glad 

Jo hear my early Praiſe was talk'd abroad. 

Then Love's dear Sweets you to me would diſplay, 
Fold me where this rich beauteous "Treaſure lay, 
Aud how to gain't inſtructed me the Way. 0 
- I came 


5 
"Ys, 


PRINCE of SPAIN. 37 


I came, and ſaw, and loy'd, and bleſs'd you for't. 
7 But then when Love had ſeal'd her to my Heart, 
Lou violently tore her from my Side: 

And 'cauſe my bleeding Wound I could not hide, 


But ſtill ſome Pleaſure to behold her took, 


Z You now will have my Life but for a Look. 


” Wholly forgetting all the Pains | bore, 
1 Your Heart with envious Jealouſy boils oer. c 


Cauſe I can love no leſs, and you no more, 
BY 
Ed 


Hen. Alas! how can you hear his ſoft Complaint, 


And not your harden'd ſtubborn Heart relent ? 
Turn, Sir, ſurvey that comely, awful Man, 
And to my Pray'rs be cruel if you can. 


King. Away, Deluder, who taught thee to ſue ? 
Eboli. Loving the Queen, what 1s't ſhe leſs can do, 


| Than lend her Aid againſt the dreadful Storm? 


King, Why can the Devil dwell too in that Form ? 


* This is their little Engine by the by, 
A Scout to watch and tell when Danger's nigh. 
Come pretty Sinner, thow'lt inform me all, 

| How, where, and when; nay, do not fear 


Yeu 


[Hall. 


Hen. Ah, Sir, Unkind! 
Ring. Now hold hy Siren's Tongue: 


Who would have thought there was a Wi: 2 ſoy oung > 


D. John. Can you to ſuing Beauty ſtop your Ears 2 
Tales up Hen, and males his Addreſs 0 her. 
Hcav'n lays its 'Thunders by, and gladly hears, 
When Augels are become Petitioners. 
Eboli. Ha! what makes Auſtria ſo cfficious } 
That Glance ſeems as it (ent his. Heart to her, 
[Aſide to Garcia... 
D. Car. A Banquet then of Blood ſince you deſign, 
Yet you. may ſatisfy your ſelf with mine. 
I love the Queen, I have confeſs'd, *tis true: 
Proud too to think I love her more than you; 
'Tho' ſhe, by Heav'n, is clear but 1 indeed 
Have been unjuſt, and do deſerve to bleed. 
There were no lawleſs Thoughts that I did want, 
Which Love had Pow'r to ask, or Beauty grant; 
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Tho' I ne'er yet found Hopes to raiſe em on, | 
For ſhe did ſtill preſerve her Honour's Throne, 

And daſh the bold aſpiring Devils down, 

If to her Canſe you do not Credit give, 

Fondly againſt your Happineſs you'll ſtrive; 

As ſome loſe Heav'n, becauſe they won't believe. | 

Queen, Whilſt, Prince, my Preſervation you deſign, 
Blot not your Virtue to add more to mine. b 
The Clearneſs of my Truth Fd not have ſhewn, 

By any other Light befides its own. 

No, Sir, he thro* Deſpair all this has ſaid, 

And owns Offences which he never made, 

Why ſhould you think that I would do you wrong? 
Muſt I needs be unchaſte, becauſe I'm young > 

Ring. Unconſtant wav'ring Heart, why heav'ſt thou 
I ſhiver all, and know not what I do, [ſo 2 
I who ere now have Armies led to Fight, 

Thought War a Sport, and Danger a Delight; 
Whole Winter Nights ſtood under Heav'ns wide Roof, 
Daring my Foes, now am not Beauty proof, 
Oh turn away thoſe Baſilisks, thy Eyes; 
THY Infection's fatal, and who ſees them dies. 

[Geing away. 

Queen, Ob, do not fly me; I have no Deſigu 
Upon your Life, for you may yet ſave mine. [ Knee!s, 
Or if at laſt I muſt my Breath ſubmit, 

Here take it, *tis an Oft'ring at your Feet: 
Will you not look on me, my deareſt Lord? 

King. Why? wouldſt thou live: 

uten. Yes, if you'll ſay the Word. 

D. Car. Ob Heay'n! how coldly and unmoy'd he 
A praying Beauty proftrate on her Knees ! [ ſecs 
Riie, Madam [Steps to take her ud. 

King. Bold Encroacher, touch her not: 

Into my Breaſt her Glances thick are ſhot. 
Not true !---- Stay, let me ſee - by Heav'n thou art 


[ Looks earneſily on her. 


—— A falſe vile Woman — Oh my fooliſh aa 
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I give thee Life — but from this time refrain, 
And never come into my Sight again: 
Be baniſh'd ever. 
Queen. This you muſt not do, 
At leaſt till I've convinꝰd you I am true. 
Grant me but ſo much time; and when that's done, 
If you think fit, for ever I'll be gone. 
King. I've all this while been angry, but in vain : 
She heats me firſt, then ſtrokes me tame again, 
Oh, wert thou true, how happy ſhould I be! 
Think'ſt thou that I have Joy to part with thee > 
No, all my Kingdom for the Bliſs I'd give; 
Nay, tho' it were not ſo, but to believe. 
Come, for I can't avoid it, cheat me quite, 
Queen. I would not, Sir, deceive you, if I might, 
But if you'll take my Oaths, by all above, 
Lis you, and only you that I will love. 
King. Thus as a Mariner that fails along, 
With Pleaſure hears th enticing Siren's Song, 
Unable quite his ſtrong Deſires to bound, 
Boldly leaps in,®tho' certain to be drown'd, 
Come to my Boſom then, make no Delay; 
[ Takes ber in his Arms, 
My Rage is huſh'd, and I have room for Joy. 
en. Again you'll think that I unjuſt will prove, 
King. No, thou art all o'er Truth, and I all Love. 
Oh that we might for ever thus remain 
In folded Arms, and never part again ! [Pow'r. 
Vein. Command Me any thing, and try your 
King. Then from this Minute ne'er ſee Carlos more. 
Thou Slave, that dar'ſt do IIl with ſuch a Port, 
For ever here I baniſh thee my Court. 
Within ſame Cloiſter lead a private Life, 
That I may love and rule without this Strife, 
Here Ebol receive her to thy Charge: 
The Treaſure's precious, and the Truſt is large. 
Whilſt I retiring hence, my ſelf make fit 
To wait forJoys which are too fierce to meet. [ Fx. Ring. 
8 D. Car. 
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D. Car. My Exile from his Preſence I can bear 
With Pleaſure: But no more to look on her! 
Oh 'tis a dreadful Curſe I cannot bear. 
No, Madam, all bis Pow'r ſhall nothing do: 
1'll ſtay and take my Baniſhment from you. 
Do you command me, ſee how far I'll fly. 
ueen. Will Carlos be at laſt my Enemy? 
Conſider this Submiſſion I have ſhown, 
More to preſerve your Safety than my own. 
Ungratefully you needleſs Ways deviſe, 
To loſe a Life which I fo dearly prize. 

D. Cay. So now her Fortune's made, and I am left 
Alone, a naked Wanderer to ſhift. [ Aſide. 
Madam, you might have ſpar'd the Cruelty,[To the Quten. 
Bleſs'd with your Sight I was prepar'd to die. 

But now to loſe it drives me to Deſpair, 

Making me wiſh to die, and yet not dare. 

Well, to ſome ſolitary Shore 1'Il roam, 

And never more into your Preſence come, 6 
Since I already find I'm troubleſome. [Is going. 


Queen. Stay, Sir, yet ſtay: - Vou ſhaft not leave me ſo- 


D. Car. Ha! 

Queen. — I muſt talk with you before you go. 
Oh Carlos, how unhappy is our State ? 

How foul a Game was play'd us by our Fate? 

Who promis'd fair when we did firſt begin, 

Till envying to ſ.e us like to win, 

Straight fell to cheat, and threw the falſe Lot in. 8 
My Vows to ycu I now remember all. 

D. Car. Oh, Madam, I can hear no more---{ Kne: ls. 

Queen. -Vou ſhall- -- [ Kneels tos, 
For 1 can't chooſe but let you- know, that 1, 

If yow'll reſolve owt, yet will with you die. 

D. Car. Sure nobler Galantry was never known. 3 
Gocd Heay'n! This Bleſſing is too much for one: 
No, tis enough for me to die alone. 

My Father, all my Foes I now forgive. 
Queen. Nay, Sir, by all our Loycs | charge you live. 
Buy 
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"| But to what Country whereſoe'er you go, 
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Forget not me, for I'll remember you. 

D. Car. Shall I ſuch Virtue and ſuch Charms forget? 

No, never.--- 

Dueen, ---- Oh that we had never met, 

But 1n our diſtant Climates {till been free ! 

I might have heard of you, and you of me: 

So towards Happineſs more ſafely moy'd; 

And never been thus wretched, yet have loy'd. 

What makes you look®ſo wildly? -- Why d'ye ſtart ? 
D. Car, A faint cold Damp is thickning round my 
Queen. What ſhall we do?: -- [ Heart, 
D. Car. Do any thing but part; 

Or ſtay ſo long till my poor Soul expires 

In view of all the Glory it admires. 

Eboli. In ſuch a Lover how might I be bleſs'd! 

Oh ! were I of that noble Heart poſſeſs d, 

How ſoft, how eaſy would I make his Bands! [ Aſide. 

But, Madam, you forget the King's Commands : 

[To the Queen. 


Longer to ſtay, your Dangers will renew. 4 
D. Car. Ah Princeſs! Lovers Pains you never knew; 
Or what it 1s to part, as we muſt do, Z 


Part too for ever 
After one Minute never more to ſtand 
Fix'd on thoſe Eyes, or preſſing this ſoft Hand. 
'Twere but enough to feed one, and not ſtarve, 
Yet that is more than I did e'er deſerve : 
Tho” Fate to us is niggardly and poor, 
That from Eternity can't ſpare one Hour. 
Queen. It it were had, that Hour would ſoon be gone, 
And we ſhould wiſh to draw another on. 
No, rigorous Neceſſity has made 
Us both his Slaves, and now will be obey'd. 
Come, let us try the parting. Blow to bear. 
Adieu----- 
D. Car. Farewel. [ Looking at each other. 
-----T'm fix'd and rooted here, | 
| | I can- 
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J cannot ſlir--- 
Queen. Shall I the Way then ſhow ? 
Now hold, my Heart------ 
[Goes to the Door, then ſtops, and turns back again. 
- -Nay, Sir, why don't you go? 
D. Car, Why do you ſtay ? 
Queen. I won't----- 
D. Car. -----You ſhall a while, [ Kneels, 
With one Look more my Miſeries beguile, 
That may ſupport my Heart fill you are gone. 
Veen. Oh Eboli ! thy Help, or I'm undone, 
| [ Takes hold on Eboli. 
Here take it then, and with it too my Life. 
[ Leans into Eboli's Arms, 
D. Car. My Courage with my Tortures is at Strife, 
Siuce my Griefs Cowards are, and dare not kill, 
PI try to vanquiſh and out-toil the III. 
Well, Madam, now I'm ſomething hardier grown : 
Since I at laſt perceive you muſt be gone, 
To venture the Encounter I'Il be bold; | 
| [Leads her to the Door, 
For certainly my Heart will ſo long hold. 
Farewel---be happy as y'are fair and true. 
Queen, And all Heay'n's kindeſt Angels wait on you. 
[Exit. with Eboli. 
D. Car. Thus long I've wander'd in Love's crooked 
Way, 
By Hop-'s deluding Meteor led aftray : 
For ere I've half the dang'rous Deſart croſs'd, 
The glimm'ring Light's gone out, and I am loſt, 
Exit Don Carlos. 
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ACTIV. SCENE I. 


SCENE, The Aute-Chamber to the Queen's 
Apartment. 


Enter Don Carlos and Poſa. 


D. Car. TH E next is the Apartment of the Queen: 
In yain I try, I muſt not venture in. 
[ Is going. 

Thus it is with the Souls of murder'd Men, [ Returns. 
Who to their Bodies would again repair; 
But finding that they cannot enter there, c 
Mourning and groaning wander in the Air, 
Robb'd of my Love, and as unjuſtly thrown 
From all thoſe Hopes that promis'd me a Crown; C 
My Heart, with the Diſhonours to me done, 
Is poiſon'd, ſwells too mighty for my Breaſt: 
But it will break, and F ſhall be at Reft. 
No: Dull Deſpair this Soul ſhall never load: 
Tho” Patience be the Virtue of a God, 
Gods never f:el the Ills that govern here, 
Or are above the Injuries we bear. 
Father and King; both Names bear mighty Senſe ; 
Yet ſure there's ſomething too in Son and Prince, 
I was born high, and will not fall leſs great; | 
Since Triumph crown'd my Birth, TIl have my Fate : 
As glorious and majeſtiek too as that. 
To Flanders, Poſa, ftraight my Letters ſend ; 
Tell 'em, the injur'd Carlos is their Friend: 
And that to head their Forces I deſign; 
So vindicate their Caufe, if they dare mine. 

Poſa. To th' Rebels ? 

D. Car. No, th'are Friends; their Cauſe is juſt; 
Or, when I make it mine, at leaft it muſt. 


Let the common Rout like Beaſts love to be dull, 


Whilſt ſordidly they ive at Eaſe and full; 
Senſcleſs 
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Senſeleſs what Honour and Ambition means, 
And ignorantly drag their Load of Chains. 
I am a Prince, have had a Crown in view, 
And cannot brook to loſe the Proſpe&t now. 
If th art my Friend, do not my Will delay. 
Poſa. I'll do't [Ex Poſa. 


Enter Eboli. 
Eboli, My Lord. 
D. Car. Who calls me? 
Eboli. You muſt ſtay. 

D. Car. What News of freſh Affliction can you bear? 
Eboli. Suppoſe it were the Queen; you'd ſtay for her? 
D. Car. For her? yes, ſtay an Age, for ever ſtay 

Stay e' en till Time it ſelf ſhowd has away; 

Fix here a Statue never to remove, 

An everlaſting Monument of Love. 

Tho' may a Thing ſo wretched as I am 

But the leaſt Place in her Remembrance claim? 

Eboli. Yes, if you dare believe me, Sir, you do; 

We both can talk of nothing elſe but you: 

Whilſt from the Theme e'en Emulation ſprings, 

Each ſtriving who ſhall ſay the kindeſt things. 

D. Car. But from that Charity I poorly live, 

Which only pities, and can nothing give, 

Eboli. Nothing! Propoſe what 'tis you claim, and J, 

For ought you know, may be Security. (pay, 
D. Car. No, Madam, what's my Due none e'er can 

There ſtands that Angel Honour in the Way, 

Watching his Charge with never-ſleeping Eyes, 

And ſtops my Entrance into Paradiſe. 

Eboli. What Paradiſe ? What Pleaſures can you know, 

Which are not in my Power to beſtow ?} 

D. Car. Love, Love, and all thoſe eager melting 
Charms 
The Queen muſt yield when in my Father's Arms, 


Jove, could he come again a Lover here, 
Would court Mortality to die for her. 


That Queen, ſo excellently, richly fair, 0 
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ch, Madam, take not Pleaſure to renew 
Thoſe Pains, which if you felt, you would not do. 

3 Fbolj. Unkindly urg'd : Think you no Senſe I have 
Of what you feel? now you may take your Leave: 
Something I had to ſay ; but let it die. 

D. Car. Why, Madam, who has injur'd you? Not I. 


a, * Ebdli. Nay, Sir, your Preſenc: I would not detain : 
Alas ! you do not hear that I complain, 
Z Tho! could you half of my Misfortunes ſee, 
$ Methinks you ſhould incline to pity me. tell; 
, D. Car. I cannot gueſs what mournful Tals you d 


But I am certain you prepare me well. 
: Speak, Madam 
: FEboli. Say I lov'd, and with a Flame, 
Which even melts my tender Heart to name: 
| Lov'd too a Man, I will not ſay ingrate, 
| Becauſe he's far above my Birth or Fate: 
vet ſo far he at leaſt does cruel prove, 
He proſecutes a dead and hopeleſs Love, 
Starves on a barren Rock, and won't be bleſs'd, 
: Tho! I invite him kindly to a Feaſt, 

D. Car. What ſtupid Animal could ſenſeleſs lie, 
Quicken'd by Beams from that illuſtrious Eye ? 

Eboli. Nay, to increaſe your Wonder, you on, 
That I, alas! am forc'd to tell him too, [ know, 
Till e'en I bluſh, as now I tell it you, 

D. Car. You neither ſhall have Cauſe of Shame or 
W hoſe Secrets ſafe within my Boſom are. (Fear, 

- Eboli, Then farther I the Riddle may explain, 
Suryey that Face, and blame me if you can. 
[Shews him his own Picture. 

D. Car, Diſtraction of my Eyes ! what have they ſeen? 
is my own Picture which I ſent the Queen, 

When to her Fame I paid Devotion firſt, 
Expecting Bliſs, but loſt it: I am curs'd, 

Curs'd too in thee, who from my Saint dar'ſt ſteal 
The only Relick left her of my Zeal, 


And 
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And with the Sacrilege attempt my Heart. "FF 
Wert thou more charming than thou think'ſt thou art; 
Almighty Love preferves the -Fort for her, 1 
And bids Defiance to thy Entrance there. 

Eboli. Neglected !] Scorn'd by Father and by Son! 
What a malicious Courſe my Stars have run? 
But ſince I meet with ſuch unlucky Fate 5 


2 bd 


In Love, I'll try how I can thrive in Hate: 
My own dull Husband may aſſiſt in that. 
To his Revenge I'll give him freſh Alarms, 
And with the gray old Wizard mufter Charms, 
I have't; Thanks, Thanks, Revenge: Prince, 'tis thy 
Bane. [A ſide. 
Can you forgive me, Sit? I hope you can. 
[To Car. mildly. 
I'll try to recompenſe the Wrongs I've done, 
And better finiſh what is ill begun,” 
D. Car. Madam, you at fo ftrange a Rate proceed, 
I ſhall begin to think you lov'd indeed. 
Eboli. No matter; be but to my Honour true, 
As you ſhall ever find 1'll be to you. | 
The Queen's my Charge, and you may on that ſcore, 
Preſume that you ſhall fee her yet once more. 7 
I'll lead you to thoſe fo much worſhipp'd Charms, 
And yield you to my happy Rival's Arms. 
D. Car. In what a mighty Sum ſhall I be bound? 
I did not think ſuch Virtue could be found, 
Thou Miſtreſs of all beſt Perfections, ſtay: 5 


r 
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Fain I in Gratitude would ſomething ſay; 
But am too far in Debt for Thanks to pay. 
Enter Don John of Auſtria, 
D. John. Where is that Prince, he whoſe Afffictions 
ſpeak 
So leud, as all Hearts but his own might break ? 

D. Car. My Lord, what Fate has left me, I am here 
Mere Man, of all my Comfort ftripp'd and bare. 
Once, like a Vine, I flouriſh'd and was young, 

Rich in my ripening Hopes that ſpoke n ſtrong: 
| But 
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But now a dry and wither'd Stock am grown, 
rt, And all my Cluſters and my Branches gone. g 
| D. John. Amongſt thoſe Numbers which your 
1 Wrongs deplore, 
Than me there's none that can reſent em more. 
I feel a gen'rous Grudging in my Breaſt, 
To ſee ſuch Honour, and ſuch Hopes oppreſsd. 
The King your Father is my Brother, true; 
But L ſee more that's like my ſelf in you, 
Free-born I am, and not on him dep-nd, 
2 Oblig'd to none, but whom I call my Friend. 
fy And if that Title you think fit to bear, 


le. Accept the Confirmation of it here. [ Embraces. 
D. Car. From you, to whom l'm by ſuch Kindneſs 
V. g The Secrets of my Soul I will not bide. [ty'd, 


This gen'rous Princeſs has her Promiſe giv'n 
IJ once more ſhall be brought in Sight of Heav'n; 
d, Io the fair Queen my laſt Devotion pay: 
And then for Flanders I intend my Way, 
Where to th' inſulting Rebels I'll give Law, 
To keep my ſelf from Wrongs, and them in Awe, 
„ D. John. Proſperity to the Deſign, tis good; 
Both worthy of your Honour and your Blood. 
D. Car. My Lord, your ſpreading Glories flouriſh 
high, 
Above * Reach or Shock of Deſtiny; 
Mine early nipt, iike Buds untimely die. 
Enter Officer of the Guard. 
| Offi. My Lord, I grieveto tell what you muſt hear, 
They are unwelcome Orders which I bear, 
Which are to guard you as a Priſoner, 
15 D. Car. A pris ner! What new Game of Fate's be- 
EK Henceforth be ever cursd the Name of Son, 0 
Since I muſt be a Slave, becauſe Pm one. | 
Duty! to whom? He's not my Father: No: 
Back with your Orders to the Tyrant go; 
Lell him his Fury drives too much one Way; 
Im weary on't, and can no more obey. 
uʒt 5 D. John. 
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D. John. If ask'd by whoſe Commands you did decline 
Your Orders, tell my Brother twas by mine. Ex. O. 
D. Car. Now were I certain it would ſink me quite, . 
I'd ſee the Queen once more, tho” but in ſpite; 45 
Tho” he with all his Fury were in Place, 
1 would careſs and court her to his Face. 
Ob that I could this Minute die; if fo, 
What he had loſt he might too lately know, 
Curſing himſelf to think what he has done: 
For I was ever an obedient Son; 
With Pleaſure all his Glories ſaw, when young, 3 
Look'd, and with Pride conſidering whence I ſprung, 
Joyfully under him and free I play'd, 
Bask d in his Shine, and wanton'd in his Shade —— 1 
But no xy OS 
Cancelling all whate'er he then conferr'd, | 
He thruſts me out among the commen Herd: = 
Nor quietly will there permit my Stay, 
But drives and haunts me like a Beaſt of Prey. 
Affliction! O Affliction! 'tis too great, 
Nor have I ever learnt to ſuffer yet. | 
Tho' Ruin at me from each Side takes Aim, 
And I ſtand thus encompaſs'd round with Flame; 
Tho? the devouring Fire approaches faſt ; : 


# 
* 
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Yet will I try to plunge; if Power waſte, 
I can at worſt but ſink, and burn at laſt. 
Exit Don Carlos. 

D. John. Go on, purſue thy Fortune while 'tis hot: 
I long for Work where Honour's to be got. 

But, Madam, to this Prince you're wondrous kind. 

Eboli. You are not leſs to Henriet, I find. 

D. John. Why ſhe's a Beauty, tender, young, and fair. 

Eboli. I thought I might in Charms have equall'd her, 
You told me once my Beauty was not leſs, 

Is this your Faith? Are theſe your Promiſes ? 

D. John. You would ſeem jealous, but are crafty grown; 
Tax me of Falſhood to conceal your own, | 
Go, y'are a Woman -»-- 1 
. Eboli. 
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Eboli. Yes, I know I am: 
And by my Weakneſs do deſerve that Name, 
When Heart and Honour I to you reſign'd : 
Would I were not a Woman, or leſs kind, 
D. Fohn. Think you your F alſhood was not plain- 
ly ſeen, 
When to your Charge my Brother gave the Queen ? 
Too well I ſaw it; how did you diſpenſe 
In Looks your Pity to th' afflicted Prince? 
Whilſt I my Duty paid the King, your Time 
You watch'd, and fixd your melting Eyes on him, 
A Admir'd him —— 
Ebo i. Yes, Sir, for his Conſtancy --- 
| But 'twas with Pain, to think you falſe to me, 
When to another's Eye you Homage paid, 
And my true Love wrong'd and neglected laid, 
Wrong'd too ſo far, as nothing can reſtore, 
D. John. Nay, then let's part, and think of Love 
no more, 
Farewel ---- [D. John js going. 
Eboli. Farewel, if y'are reſolv'd to go: 
Inhuman Auſtria, can you leave me ſo? 
Enough my Soul is by your Falſhood rack'd ; 
Add not to your Inconſtancy Neglect. 
Methinks you ſo far might have grateful prov'd, 
Not to have quite forgotten that I lov'd. 
D. John, If e er you lov'd, 'tis you, not I forget; 
For a Remove is here too deeply ſet, 
Firm reoted, and for ever muſt remain. 


[Eboli turns away. 


Why thus unkind? 
Eboli. Why are you jealous then? Turns to him. 


D. Fohn. Come, let it be no more! I'm huſl'd 
and ſtill. 


Will you forgive? 


TO Haw can you doubt my Will: 
I do. 


a ; 


C D. John. 
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D. Jahn. Then ſend me not away unbleſt. 
Till you return 1 will not think of Reſt: 
Carlos will hither ſuddenly repair, 
The next Apartment's mine; VI wait you there. 
Farewel, [Eboli ſeems to weep, |» 
D. John. O do not let me ſee a Tear; F 
It quenches Joy, and ſtifles Appetite. 
Like War's fierce God upon my Bliſs I'd prey; 
Who, from the furious Toils of Arms all Day, 
Returning home to Love's fair Queen at Night, 
Comes riot us and hot with full Delight, ---- 
[Exit D. John. 
Eboli. He'as reap'd his Joys, and now he would 
be free, ; 
And to effect it puts on Jealouſy : 
But I'm as much a Libertine as he; 
As fierce my Will, as furious my Deſires e 
Yet will I hold him; tho' Enjoyment tires, 
Tho' Love and Appetite be at the beſt, 1 


He'll ſerve, as common Meats fill up a Feaſt, 
And look like Plenty, tho we never taſte. 


Enter Rui-Gomez. 


Old Lord, I bring thee News will make thee young. 
R. Go. Speak, there was always Mulick in thy 
Tongue. . 
Eboli, Thy Foes are tott ring, and the Day's thy 
OWN ; 
Give *em but one Lift now, and they go down, 
Quickly to th' King, and all his Doubts renew; 
Appear diſturb'd, as if you ſomething knew 
Too difficult and dang'rous to relate, 
Then bring him hither lab'ring with the Weight: 
I will take care that Carlos ſhall be here; 
So for his jealous Eyes a Sight prepare, 
Shall prove more fatal than Meduſa's Head, 1 
And he more monſtrous ſeem, than ſhe e' er made. S | 


Enter 
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Enter King attenled. 
Xing. Still how this Tyrant Doubt torments my 
Breaſt ! 
When fhall 1 get th' Uſſurper diſpoſſeſs'd ? 
My Thoughts, like Birds when frighted from thei 
Reſt, | 
Around the Place where all was huſh'd before, 
Flutter, and hardly ſettle any more- - 
Ha, Gomez, what art thou thus muſing on? 
[Sees Gomez, 

R. Go. I'm thinking what it is to have a Son, 
What mighty Cares, and what tempeſtuous Strife 
Attend on an unhappy Father's Life: 

How Children Bleſſings ſeem, but Torments are; 
When young, our Folly; and when old, our Fear, 

Ring. Why doſt thou bring theſe odd Reflections 
Thou envy*ft ſure the Quiet which I bear, here? 

R. Go. No, Sir, I joy in th' Eaſe which you poſſeſs, 
And wiſh you never may have Cauſe for leſs, 

King. Have Cauſe for leſs! come nearer ; thou art 
And look'ſt as thou wouldſt tell me that I had. (fad, 
Now, now, I feel it riſing up again ---- 

Speak quickly where is Carlos? Where the Queen? 

What, not a Word? haye my Wrongs ſtruck thee 
dumb ? 

Or art thou ſwol'n and lab'ring with my Doom, 

Yet dar'ſt not let the fatal Secret come ? 

R. Go. Heay'n great Infirmities to Age allots : 
I'm old, and have a thouſand doating Thoughts, 


Seek not to know em, Sir. 


King, By Heay'n I muſt. 

R. Go, Nay, I would not be by Compulſion juſt. 

King, Yet, if without ir you refuſe, you ſhall, 

R. Go. Grant me then one Requeſt, I'll tell you all. 

King, Name thy Petition, and conclude it done. 

K. Go. It is that you would here forgive your Son, 
For all his paſt Offences to this Hour, 

King. Th'aſt almoſt ask d a Thing beyond my Pou' r. 
C2 But 
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But ſo much Goodneſs 1'th' Requeſt I find, 
Spite of my ſelf I'll for thy ſake be kind: 
His Pardon's ſeal'd; the Secret now declare. 
R. Go. Alas! 'tis only that I ſaw him here. 
King. Where? with the Queen! Yes, yes, 'tis ſo, 
I'm ſure ; 
Never were Wrongs ſo great as I endure; 
So great that they are grown beyond Complaint, 
For half my Patience might have made a Saint, 
Oh Woman! monſtrous Woman! 
Did 1 for this into my Breaſt receive 
The promiſing, repenting Fugitive 2 | 
But, Gomez, I will throw her back again; 
And thou ſhalt ſee me ſmile and tear her then, 
Ill cruſh her Heart where all the Poiſon lies, 
Till when the Venom's out, the Viper dies, 
R. Go. They the beſt Method of Revenge purſue, 
Who fo contrive that it may Juſtice ſhew ; 
Stay till their Wrongs appear at ſuch a Head, 
That Innocence may have no Room to plead. 
Your Fury, Sir, at leaſt a-while delay; 
I gueſs the Prince may come again this Way: 
Here I'll withdraw, and watch his Privacy. 
Ring. And when he's fix'd, be ſure bring word to 
me, 
Till then I'll bridle Vengeance and retire, 
Within my Breaſt ſuppreſs this angry Fire, 
Till to my Eyes my Wrongs themſelves diſplay ; 
'Then, like a Falcon, gently cut my Way, c 
And with my Pounces ſeize th'uwary Prey. 
[Exit King, 
Enter Eboli. 
Eboli. I've over-heard the Buſineſs with Delight, 
And find Revenge will have a Feaſt to-night. 
Tho' thy declining Years are in their Wane, 
] can perceive there's Youth ſtill in thy Brain, 
Away: The Queen is coming hither, [Ex. R. Gom. 


Enter 
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Enter Queen and Nomen, Henrietta. 


Queen. ---= Now 
To all Felicity a long Adieu. 
Where are you, Eboli? 
Eboli, ---- Madam, I'm here. 
Veen. O how freſh Fears aſſault me ev'ry where! 
I hear that Carlos is a Pris'ner made, 
Eboli, No, Madam, he the Orders diſobey'd; 
And boldly owns for Flanders he intends, 
To head the Rebels, whom he tiles his Friends: 
But ere he goes, by me does humbly ſue, 
That he may take his laſt Farewel of you, 
Queen. Will he then force his Deſtiny at laſt? 
Hence quickly to him, Eboli, make haſte : 
Tell him, 1 beg his Purpoſe he'd delay, 
Or if that can't his Reſolution ſtay, 
Say I bave ſworn not to ſurvive the Hour 
In which I hear that he has left this Shore. ; 
Tell him, I've gain'd his Pardon of the King. 
Tel him --- to ſtay him--- tell him any thing 
Eboli. One Word from you his Duty wou'd reſtore; 
And tho' you promis'd ne'er to ſee him more, 
Methinks you might upon ſo juſt a ſcore, 
But ſee he's here, ---- 


Enter Don Carlos. 


D, Car. Run out of Breath by Fate, 
And perſecuted by a Father's Hate, 
Weary'd withal, I panting hither fly, 
To lay my ſelf down at your Feet, and die. 

[ Kneels and kiſſes her Hands, 

Queen, Oh too unhappy Carlos! Yet unkind } 
Gainſt you what Harms have ever I deſign'd, 
That you ſhould with ſuch Violence decree 
Ungratefully at laſt to murder me? 

D. Car. Pour all thy Curſes, Heay'n, upon this Head, 
For I've the worſt of Vengeance merited, 


SY That 
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That yet I impudently live to hear 
My ſelf upbraided of a Wrong to her. LRiſas. 
Say, has your Honour been by me betray'd } 
Or have I Snares Yentrap your Virtue laid? 8 
Tell me; if not, why do you then upbtaid 

Queen. You will not know th' Afflictions which you 

ive; | 

W W. not my laſt Requeſt, that you would live? 
I by our Vows conjur'd it; but I ſee, 
Forgetting them, unmindful too of me, 
Regardleſs, your own Ruin you deſign, 
Tho' you are ſure to purchaſe it with mine. 

D. Car, I, as you bad me live, obey'd with' Pride, 
Tho' it was harder far than to have dy'd, 
But Lofs of Liberty my Life diſdains; 
Theſe Limbs were never made to ſuffer Chains. 
My Father ſhould have ſingled out ſome Crown, : 
And bidden me go conquer't for my own : 
He ſhon'd have | what Carlos wou'd have done. 
But to preſcribe my Freedom, ſink me low 
To baſe Confinement, where no Comforts flow; 
But black Deſpair, that foul Tormentor, lies, 
With all my preſent Load of Miſeries; 
Was to my Soul too violent a Smart, 
And rous'd the ſleeping Lion in my Heart. 
Queen, Yet then be kind; your angry Father's | 


Rage, 

1 know, . leaſt Submiſſion will aſſuage; 

You're hot with Youth, he's cholerick with Age. 

To him, and put a true Obedience on; 

Be humble, and expreſs your felf a Son, 

Carlos, I beg it of you: Will you not? 

D. Car. Methinks 'tis very hard, but yet III 

do't. 

I muſt obey whatever you prefer, 

Knowing y'are all divine, aud cannot err, 

For if my Doom's unalt'rable, I ſhall | 

This Way at leaſt with leſs Diſnonour fall : 4 a 
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And Princes leſs my Tameneſs thus condemn, 
When I for you ſhall ſuffer, tho? by him. 
Queen. In my Apartment farther we'll debate 
Of this, and fer a happy Iflue wait. 
Your preſence there he cannot diſapprove, 
When it ſhall ſpeak your Duty, and my Love. 
| [Exiu Car, and Dutta: 


Enter Rui Gomez. 


Ebeli. Now Gomez, triumph; all is ri pe: the Toil 
Has caught em, and Fate ſaw it with a Smile. 
Thus far the Vork of Deſtiny was mine; 
But I'm content the Maſter- piece be thine, 
Away to th' King, 1 his Soul for Blood; 
A Myſtery thou well haſt underſtood: 
Whilſt I go reſt within a Lover's Arms, [ Aſide; 
And to my Auſtria lay out all my Charms. [Exit. 

R. Go, Fate, open now thy Book, and ſet em down: 
J have already mark'd em for thy own. 

Enter King und Poſa at a diftance, 

My Lord the King? 

King. Gomez ? 

R. Go. The fame. 

King. Haſt ſeen 
The Prince ? 

R. Go. | have, 

King. Where is he ? 

R. Go. With the Queen, 

King. Now ye that dwell in everlaſting Flame, 
And keep Records of all ye mean to damn, 
Shew me, if *mongſt your Precedents there e'er 
Was ſeen a Son like him, or Wife like her. 
Hark, Gomez, didſt not hear th' Infernals groan? 
Huſh, Hell, a little, and they are thy own 

Poſa, Who ſhould they be? The King and Gomez ſure 7 
Methinks I wiſh that Carlos were ſecure; [At a diſtance. 
For Flanders his Diſpatches I've prepar'd.. 
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Ki g. Who's there? *Tis Poſa, Pander to their Luſt. 
[Drawing near to Poſa. 
Now, Gemez, to his Heart thy Dagger thruſt; 
In the purſuit of Vengeance drive it far: 
Strike deep, and if thou canſt, wound Carlos there. 
R. Go. I'll do't as cloſe as happy Lovers kiſs: 
May he ſtrike mine, if of his Heart I miſs. 
] hus Sir---- [Stabs him, 
Poſa. Ha, Gomez ! Villain ! thou haſt done 
Thy worſt : But yet I would not die alone : 
Here Dog- -- | IStabs at him. 
R. Go. So brisk? Then take it once again. 
[ 4s they are ſtruggling, the Diſpatches fall 
out of Poſa's Boſom. 
"Twas only, Sir, to put you out of Pain. 
[Stabs kim again, and Poſa falls, 
Peſa. My Lord the King, (but Life too far is gone, 
I faint) be mindful of your Queen and Son, [| Diet. 
King. The slave iu Death repents, and warns me. Yes, 
I ſhall be very mindful, What are theſe ? 
[Takes up the Diſpatches. 
For Flanders! With the Prince's Signet ſeal'd! 
Here's Villany has yet been unreveald. 
See, Gomez" Practices againſt my Crown | 
[Shews em him. | 
Treaſon and Luft have join'd to pull me down. 
Yet ſtill I ſtand like a firm ſturdy Rock, 
Whilſt they but ſplit themſelves. with their own Shock. 
But I too long delay: give Word I come, 
R. Go. What, hoa! within; the King is nigh, 
make room, 
The SCENE draws, and diſcovers Don John 
and Eboli embracing. | 
King. Now let me, if I can, to Fury add, 
That when I thunder, I may ſtrike 'em dead. 
[Looking earneſily on em. 
Ha----Gomez ! on this Truth depends thy Life, 
Why that's our Brother Auſtria ! 
R, Go, And my Wife! 


EET, 


3 


. 
v CY 8 . f 
: 1 N " 


Em- 


Parner of SerAiN 57 


Embracing cloſe, Whilſt 1 was buſy grown 
In others Ruins, here I've met my own. 
Oh! had I periſh'd ere 'twas underſtood. 
King, This is the Neſt where Luſt and Falſhood' 
brood, | 
Is it not admirable? 
[Ex. Don John and Eboli embracing. 
R. Gs. O Sir, yes! 
Ten thouſand Devils tear the Sorcereſs- 
King. But they are gone, and my Diſhonour's near. 


Enter Don Carlos and Queen diſcourſing. 
Look, my inceſtuous Son and Wife appear, 
* See, Gomez, how ſhe languiſhes and dies. 
| 'Sdeath ! there are yery Pulſes in her Eyes. 
[D. Carlos approacl es the Ring. 
D. Car. In Peace, Heay'n ever guard the King 
from Harms; 
In War, Succeſs and Triumph crown his Arms; 
Till all the Nations of the World ſhall be 
Humble and proſtrate at his Feet like me, {| Kncels. 
I hear your Fury has my Death deſign'd; 
Tho' I've deſerv'd the word, you may be kind: 
Behold me as your poor unhappy Son, 
and do not ſpill that Blood which is your own. 
x | King. Yes, when my Blood grows tainted, 1 ne'er 
| doubt 
but for my Health tis good to let it out; 
Bur thine's a Stranger, like thy Soul to me, 
Or elſe be curs'd thy Mother's Memory ! 
And doubly curs'd be that unhappy Night, 
in which 1 purchas'd Torment with Delight.“ 
D. Car. Thus then I lay aſide all Rights of Blood. 
| [Riſ-s5 boldiy, 
My Mother curs'd! She was all juſt and good, 
Tyrant! too good to ſtay with thee below, 
And therefore's bleſs'd and reigns above thee now. 
Submiſſion! which way got. it Entrance here? 
Kizg. Perhaps it came ere Treafon was aware. 
| 5 Thy 
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Thy traiterous Delign”s now come to Light, 
Too great and horrid to be hid in Night. 
See here my Honour and thy Duty's Stains. 

[$hews the pans 
I've paid your Secretary for his Pains, 
He waits you there, to Council with him go. 

[Shews Poſa's Body. 

Ask what Intelligence from Flanders now, 

D. Car. My Friend here flain, my faithful Poſa'tis. 
Good Heav'n! what have I done to merit this ? 
What "Temples ſack'd, what Deſolations made, 

To pull down ſuch a Vengeance on my Head? 
This, Villain, was thy Work: What Friend of thine 
[To Go. 
Did I &er wrong, that thou ſh-uldſt murder mine? 
But I'll take care it ſhall] not want Reward--- [ Draws, 
King, Courage, my Gomez, ſince thy King's thy 
Guard, 
Come, Rebel, and thy Villanies fulfil. 
D. Car. No; tho? unjuſt you are my Father ſtill; 


[ Throws away his Sword. 


And from that Title muſt your Safety own: 
„Tis that which awes my Hand, and not your Crown, 
'Tis true, all there contain'd I had deſign'd: 
To ſuch a Height your Jealouſy was grown, 
It was the only way that I could find 
To work you Peace, and to procure my own. 
king. Thinking my Youth and Vigour to decreaſe, 
Vou'd eaſe me of my Crown to give me Peace. 

D. Car. Alas! you fetch your Miſconſt ructions far: 
The Injuries to me, and Wrongs to her, c 
Were much too great for Empire to re pair. 

When you forgat a Father's Love, and quite 
Pepriv'd me of a Scn's and Prince's Right, 
Branded my Honour, and purſu'd my Life, 
My Duty long with Nature was at Strife, 

Not that I fear'd my M:mory or Name 
Could ſuffer by the Voice of common. Fame; 


A thing 
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A thing I till eſteem beneath my Pride: 
For tho' condemn'd by all the World beſide, 8 
Had you but thought me juſt, I could have dy'd. 
Ar laſt this only way I found, to fly 
Your Anger, and divert your Jealouſy---- 
To go for Flanders, and be ſo remov'd 
From all I ever honour'd, ever lov'd: 
There in your Right hoping I might compleat, 
Spite of my Wrongs, ſome Action truly great. 
Thus by my Faith and Sufferings to out-wear 
Your Hate, and ſhun that Storm which threaten'd here. 
ueen, And can this merit Hate? he would forega- 

The Toys and Charms of Courts to purchaſe you; 
Baniſh himſelf, and ſtem the dang*'rous Tide 
Of lawleſs Outrage, and rebellious Pride. 

King. How eventy ſhe pleads in his Defence!“ 
So blind is Guilt when *twould ſeem Innocence. 
She thinks her Softneſs may my Rage diſarm, 1 


No, Sorc'reſs, you're miſtaken in your Charm, 
And whilſt you ſooth, do but afliſt the Storm, 
Do, take full View of your tall able Slave; 
[Queen | oking on Carlos. 
Look hard; it is the laſt you're like to have. 
D. Car. My Life or Death are in your Pow'r to give 
King. Yes, and thou dy'ſt. 
D. Car. Not till ſhe give me leave: 
She is the Star that rules my Deſtiny; 
And whilſt her Aſpect's kind, I cannot die, 
Queen. No, Prince, for ever live, be ever bleſs' di 
King, Yes, I will ſend him to's Eternal Reſt, 
Oh had I took that Journey long ago, 
I n&er had known the Pains that rack me wow. 
Queen. What Pains? what Racks? | 
[ Approaching him. 
Ring. Avoid, and touch me nov. 
I ſee thee foul, all one inceftuous Blot z- 
Thy broken Vows are in-thy guilty Face, 
Jute. Have Ithen-in your Pity left no Place? 
A382 
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ing. Oh! thus it was you drew me in before, 
With Promiſes you ne'er would ſee him more. 
But now your ſubtleſt Wiles too weak are grown, 
I've gotten Freedom, and I'll keep my own. 

Queen. May you be ever free; but can your Mind 
Conceive that any Ill was here deſign'd?} 
He hither came, only that he might ſhow 
Obedience, and be reconcil'd to you. 
You ſaw his humble dutiful Addreſs, 392 


King. But you before bad ſign'd the happy Peace. 


Enter Eboli. 


Oh Princeſs, thank you for the Care you take. 
Tell me, how got this Monſter Entrance? ſpeak. 
Ebo i. Heay'n witneſs*twas without my Knowledge 
done. 5 
R. Go. No, ſne had other Buſineſs of her own. 
[ Aſide. 
Oh Blood and Murder! 
King. All are falſe: A Guard. 


Enter Guard. 


Seize on that Traitor [To Carlos. 
D.. Cars Welcome; I'm prepar'd----- 
Queen. Stay, Sir, let me die too: I can obey, 
King. No, thou ſhalt live. [Seemingly kind. 
By Heav'n but not a Day. Aſides 
I a Revenge ſo exquiſite have fram'd, 
She unrepenting dies, and ſo ſhe's damn'd. 
Hen, If ever Pity could your Heart engage, 
If e'er you hope for Bleſſings on your Age, 
Incline your Ears to a poor Virgin's Pray'r. 
King. 1 dare not venture thee, thou art too fair, 
What wouldſt thou ſay ? | 
Hen. Deſtroy not in one Man, 
More Virtue than the World can boaſt again, 
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view him the eldeſt Pledge of your firſt Love, 
Your Virgin Joys; that may ſome Pity move 
| King, No; for the Wrongs I ſuffer weigh it down: 
I'd now not ſpare his Life to ſave my own. 
Away, by thy ſoft Tongue I'Il not be caught. 
Hen. By alt that Hopes can frame I beg: If not, 
May you by ſome baſe Hand unpity'd die, 
And childleſs Mothers curſe your Memory, 
By Honour, Love, by Life — 
King. Fond Girl, away. 
By * I'll kill thee elſe. Still dar'ſt thou 
ay? | 
Cannot Death terrify thee ? 
Hen, ----- No; for I, 
If you refuſe me, am reſolv'd to die. 
D. Car. Kind Fair one, do not waſte your Sofrows- 
here 
On me, too wretched, and not worth a Tear, 
There yet for you are mighty Joys in Store, 
When I in Duſt am laid, and ſeen no more, 
Oh Madam! | Io the Quien. 
Queen. Oh my Carlos! muſt you die 
For me? no Mercy in a Father's Eye? 
D. Car. Hide, hide your Tears, into my Soul they 
dart 
A Tenderneſs that misbecomes my Heart: 
For ſince I muſt, I like a Prince would fall, 
And to my Aid my manly Spirits call. 
Queen. You, like a Man, as roughly as you will 
May die, but let me be a Woman ſtill. 
[Weeps, 
Ring. Th'art Woman, a true Copy of the firſt, 
In whom the. Race of all Mankind was curs'd. 
Your Sex by Beauty was to Heaven ally'd: 
But your great Lord, the Devil, taught yon Pride. 
Fe too an Angel, till he durſt rebel: 
And you are ſure the Stars that with him fell. 


Weep 
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Weep on; 4 Stock of Tears like Vows you have, 
And always ready when you would deceive, 4 
Queen, Cruel ! Inhuman | Oh my Heart ! why j 
ſhould 
T throw away a Title that's ſo good, | 
On one a Stranger to whate'er was ſo? 
Alas, I'm torn, and know not what to do, 
The juſt Reſentment of my Wrong's fo great, 
My Spirits ſink beneath the heavy Weight. 
[Ready to ſink with Paſſion. 
Tyrant, ftand off: I hate thee, and will try 
If I have Scorn enough to make me dis, 
D. Car. Bleſs'd Angel, ftay---- 
[ Takes ker in his Arms. 
Queen. Carlos, the fole Embrace 
You ever took, you have before his Face. 
D. Car. No wealthy Monarch of the plenteous Eaſt, 
In all the Glories of his Empire dreſs'd, 
Was ever half ſo rich, or half ſo bleſs'd. 
But from ſueh Bliſs how wretched is the Fall! 
They too like us muſt die, and leave it all. 
King. All this before my Face; what Soul could 
bear't ? 
Go force her from him 


[Officer atproacl er. 
D. Car. ---- Slave, 'twill coſt thy Heart. 
Th'adft better meet a Lion on his way, 
And from his hungry Jaws reprize the Prey, 
She's Miftreſs of my Soul, and to prepare 
My ſelf for Death, I muſt conſult with her. 
R. Go. Have pity---- [ Troneally, 
King. Hence! how wretchedly he rules, 
That's ſerv'd by Cowards, and advis'd by Fools, 
Oh Torture ! ---- 
D. Car. Rouze, my Scu}, confider now, 
That to thy bliſsful Manſic n«thou muſt go. 
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But I ſo mighty Joys have taſted here, 
1 hardly ſhall have Senſe of any there: 
Oh ſoft as Bloſſoms, and yet ſweeter far! 
[ Leaning on her Boſom, 
Sweeter than Incenſe which to Heav'n aſcends, 
Tho? 'tis preſented there by Angels Hands. 
King. Still in his Arms! Cowards, go tear her 
forth, 
D. Car. You'll ſooner from its Center ſhake the 
Earth: 
I'll hold her faſt till my laſt Hour is nigh; 
Then I'll bequeath her to you when I die. 
King. Cut off his Hold! or any thing 
D. Car, Ay come ; 
Here kill, and bear me hence into my Tomb, 
I'd have my Monument erected here, 
With broken mangled Limbs till claſping her. 
Queen. Hold, and UN quit his Arms--— 
| The Guards offer their Axes. 
King. No bear him hence. 
T re. 
Queen. O horrid Tyrant! La . 
Guards are burrymg Car. off. 
Stay, unhappy Prince 
Turn, turn! O Torment! muſt I leave you ſo? 
No, ſtay, and take me with you where you go. 
D. Car. Hark, Slaves, my Goddeſs ſummons me: 
to ſtay. 
Dogs ! have you Eyes, and can you diſobey ? 
See her? Oh let me but juſt touch my Blits, 


[ Preſſing forward: 
King. By Hell he ſhan't: Slaves, are ye mine or 
his? 
Queen My Life--- 
D. Car. My Soul, farewel---- 
[Exit Carlos. 


Dueen.---- He's gone, he's gone: 
Mow, Tyrant, to thy Rage I'm left alone; 
Giys: 
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Give me my Death, that hate both Life and thee; 
King. I know thou doſt yet live, 
Dueen, ---- O Milery ! 
* [ Throws her ſelf on the Floor. 
Why was I born to be thus curs'd } or why 
Should Life be forc'd, when tis ſo ſweet to die: 
King. Thou, Woman, haſt been falſe; but to renew 
Thy Credit in my Heart, aſſiſt me now. 
[ To Eboli, 
Prepare a Draught of Poiſon, ſuch as will 
Act ſlow, and by Degrees of Torment kill. 
Give it the Queen, and to prevent all Senſe 
Of Dying, tell her I've releas'd the Prince, 
And that ere Morning he'll attend her. I | 
In a Difguiſe his Preſence will ſupply ; 5 
So glut my Rage, and ſmiling ſee her die. 
Eboli. Your Majeſty ſhall be obey'd---- 
R. Go. Do, work thy Miſchiefs to their laſt Degree, 
And when th'are in their Height I'll murder thee. 
Aſide. 
Ri g. Now, Gomez, ply my Rage, and keep it hot: 
O'er Love and Nature I've the Conqueſt got. 
Still charming Beauty triumphs in her Eyes: 
{ L voking at the Queen. 
Yet or my Honour and my Reſt ſhe dies, 
[Exeunt Oucen and Nomen. 
Bot oh! what Eaſe can J expect to get, 
When I mult purchaſe at ſo dear a Rate? 
[ E-xeunt omnes, 
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D. derne 4 


Enter King ſolus. 


King. » I'S Night: the Seaſon when the Happy take 
Repoſe, and only Wretches are awake. 

Now diſcontented Ghoſts begin their Rounds, 

Haunt ruin'd Fuildings and unwholſom Grounds ; 

Or at the Curtains of the Reſtlef(s Wait, 

Jo frighten them with ſome ſad Tale of Fate, 

When 1 would reſt, I can no Reſt obtain: 


The IIIs I've borne ey'n o'er my Slumbers reign, 
And in ſad Dreams torment me o'er again. 

The fatal Bus'neſs is ere this begun: 

I'm ſhockt, and ſtart to think what I have done, 
But I forget how I that Philip am, 

So much for Conſtancy renown'd by Fame; 
Who thro the Progreſs of my Life was ne'er 

By Hopes tranſported, or depreſs'd by Fear. 
No, it is gone too far to be recalb'd, 

And Stedfaſtneſs will make the Act extoll'd, 


Enter Eboli in a Night-Gown. 


Who? Eboli? 
Eboli. My Lord. 
King. Is the Deed done ? 
Eloli. "Tis, and the Queen to ſeek Repoſe 5 
one. 
wig, Can ſhe expect it, who allow'd me none? 
No, Eboli; her Dreams muſt be as full 
Of Horror, and as helliſh as her Soul. 
Does ſhe believe the Prince has Freedom gain'd? 
Eboli. She does. | 
King. How were the Tidings entertain'd 


Ebok. 


_ - King. Oh ſtedfaſt Sin! incorrigible Luft! 4 
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Eboli. O'er all her Face young wandring Bluſhes 


were, 
Such as ſpeak Hopes too weak to conquer Fear: 
Eut when confirm'd, no Lover e'er fo kind; | 
She claſp'd me faſt, careſs'd and call'd me Friend, | 
Which Opportunity 1 took to give 
The Poiſon ; and till Day ſhe cannot live. 

King, Quickly then to her; ſay that Carlos here 
Waits to confirm his Happineſs with her, 

Go; that my Vengeance I may finiſh quite: 
*Twould be imperfect, ſhould I loſe the Sight. 
But to contrive that I may not be known, 

And ſhe may ſtill miſtake me for my Son, | 
Remove all Light but that which may ſuffice 

To let her fee me ſcorn her when lhe dies, 

Eboli. You'll find her all in rueful Sables clad, 
With one dim Lamp that yields imperfect Light, 
Such as in Vaults aſſiſt the ghaſtly Shade, | 
Where wretched Widows come to weep at Night, | 
Thus ſhe reſolves to die, or living mourn, 

Till Carlos ſhall with Liberty return. 
[ Ex. 


Not damn'd |! it is impoſſible ; ſhe muſt, \ 
How do I long to ſee her in her Pains, 
The pois'nous Sulphur rolling thro' her Veins? 


Enter Don John and Attendants, 


Who's there ? my Brother ? 

D. John. Ves, Sir, and your Friend. 
What can your Preſence here ſo late intend ? 

King. Oh Auſtria, Fate's at work ; a Deed's in hand 
Will put thy youthful Courage to a ſtand, | 
Survey me; do I look as heretofore ? 

D. John. You look like King of Spain, and Lord 

of Pow'r ; 
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Like one who ſtill ſeeks Glory on the Wing: 
You look as I would do, were I a King, 
King, A King! why I am more, I'm all that can 
Be counted miſerable in a Man, 
But thou ſhalt ſee how calm anon PII grow: 
I'll be as happy and as gay as thou. 
D. John. No, Sir, my Happineſs you cannot have, 
Whilſt to your abje& Paſſions thus a Slave. 
To 2 my Eaſe you Thoughts like mine muſt 
ring, 
Be one: leſs a Man, and more a King. 
King. I'm growing ſo, 'tis true, that long I ſtrove 
With pleading Nature, combated with Love, 
'Thoſe Witchcrafts that had bound my Soul ſo faſt z 
But now the Date of the Enchantment's paſt, 
Before my Rage like Ruins down they fall, 
And I mount up true Monarch o'er 'em all, 
D. John. I know your Queen and Son y'ave doom'd 
to die, 
And fear by this the fatal Hour is nigh. 
Why would you cut a ſure Succeſſion off, 
At which your Friends muſt grieve, and Foes will 
lau h; 
As if, — Age has from you took away 
Increaſe, you'd grow malicious, and deſtroy ? 
King. Doubt it not, Auſtria : thou my Brother art, 
And in my Blood I'm certain haſt a part, 
Only the Juſtice of my Vengeance own ; 
Thou'rt Heir of Spain, and my adopted Son, 
D. John. I mult confeſs there in a Crown are 
Charms, 
Which I would court in bloody Fields and Arms: 
But in my Nephew's Wrong 1 muſt decline, 
Since he muſt be extinguiſh'd ere I ſhine, 
To mount a Throne o'er Battlements l'd climb, 
Where Death ſhould wait on me, not I on him. 
Did you e'er love, or have you ever known 
The mighty Value of ſo brave a Sou? 
King. 
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King. I gueſs'd 1 ſhould be treated thus before; 
I know it 1s thy Kindneſs, but no more. 
Thou living free, alas! art eaſy grown, 
And think'ſt al} Hearts as honeſt as thy own, 
D. John. Not, Sir, fo eaſy as I muſt be bold, 
And f. peak what you perhaps would have untold ; 
That y*are a Slave to th' vileſt that obey, 
Such as Diſgrace on Royal Favour lay, 0 
And blindly follow as they lead aſtray: 
Voracious Varlets, ſordid Hangers on, 
Beſt by Familiarity th'are known, 
Yet fhrink at Frowns, but when you ſmile they 
fawn. 
Th'are theſe have wrong'd you, and abus'd your 
Ears, | 
Foſleſs'd your Mind with falſe miſgrounded Fears, 
King. Miſgrounded Fears! Why is there any Truth 
In Womens Vows, or diſobedient Youth ? 
I ſooner would believe this World were Hea v'n, 
Where I have nought but Toils and Torment met, 
And never Comfort yet to Man was given, 
But thou ſhalt ſee how my Revenge TI ll treat. 


The SCENE draus, aud diſcovers the Queen alont 
in Mourning on ber Couch, with a Lamp by her. 


Look where ſhe its, as quiet and ſerene, [ Ironically. 

As if ſhe never had a Thought of Sin; 

In Mourning, her wrong'd Innocence to ſhew: 

Sh'as ſworn't ſo oft, that ſhe believes it true. 

O'erwhelm'd with Sorrow ſhe'll in Darkneſs dwel! ; 

So we have heard of Witches in a Cell, 0 

Treating with Fiends, and making Leagues with Hell. 

[The Queen riſes, and comes towards him. 
Queen. My Lord! Prince Carlos? may it be be- 
liey'd ? 
Are my Eyes bleſs'd? and am I not deceiy'd ? 


Ring. 
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King. My Queen, my Love, I'm here 


[ Embraces her, 
Veen. My Lord the King! 


| This is ſurprizing Kindneſs which you bring. 
Can you believe me innocent at laſt ? 
Methinks my Griefs are half already paſt.. 
King. O Tongue, in nothing practis'd but Deceit! 
'Too well ſhe knew him, not to find the Cheat. 
| Ves, vile inceftuous Woman, it is I, 
The King: look on me well, deſpair, and die. 
| Queen, Why had you not pronounc'd my Doom 


before, 
' Since to AMiQtion you could add no more? 
| Methinks Death is leſs welcome, when I find 
You could but counterfeit a Look that's kind. | 
King, No, now tb' art fit for Death: Had I believ'd 
Thou couldſt have been more wicked, thou had(t 


5 liv'd: | 

| Tiv'd and gone on in Luſt and Riot ſtill; 

But I perceiv'd thee early ripe for Hell: | 
And that of the Reward thou might'ſt not mils, : 

This Night th'aſt drank thy Bane, th'art poiſon'd ; | 

yes, | 


Thou art 
wen, Then welcome everlaſting Bliſs, 
But ere I die, let me here make a Vow, 
By Heay'n, and all I hope for there, I'm true, 
ye King. Vows you had always ready, when you 
ſpoke : 
How many of them have you made, and broke ? 
Yet there's a Power that does your Falſhood hear, 
| 8 A juſt one too, that lets thee live to ſwear. 


How comes it that above ſuch Mercy dwells, 
To permit Sin, and make us Infidels ? 


im. Queen. You have been ever ſo to all that's good, 
be- My Innocence had elſe been underſtood. 


At firſt your Love was nothing but your Pride. 
When I arriv'd to be the Prince's Bride, 


You 
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You then a kind indulgent Father were: 


But finding me unfortunately fair, a 


Thought me a Prize too rich to be poſſeſs'd 

By him, and forc'd your ſelf into my Breaſt ; 

Where you maintain'd an unrefifted Pow'r ; 

Not your own Daughter cou'd have loy'd you more; 

Till conſcious of your Age, my Faith was blam'd, 

And 1 a leud Aduftreſs was proclaim'd, 

Accus'd of fouleſt Inceſt with your Son. 

What more could my worft Enemy have done? 
King. Nothing, I hope; I would not have it ſaid, 

That in my Vengeance any Fault I made. 

Love me? Oh low Pretence ] too feebly built! 

But *tis the conftant Fault of dying Guilt, 


' Ev'n to the laſt to cry tare innocent; 


When their Deſpair's ſo great, they can't repent, 
een, Thus having urg'd your Malice to the 
Head, 
You ſpitefully are come to rail me dead. 
Had 1 been Man, and had an impious Wife, 
With ſpeedy Fury l'd have ſnatch'd her Life; 
Torn a broad Paſſage open to her Heart, 
And there have ranſack'd each polluted Part; 
Triumph'd and laugh'd t'have ſeen the iſſuing Flood, 
And wantonly have bath'd my Hands in Blood. 
That had out-done the low Revenge you bring, 
Much fitter for a Woman than a King. 
King. Ym glad 1 know what Death you wiſh to 
haye, 
You wou'd go down in Silence to your Grave; 
Remove from future Fame, as preſent Times, 
And bury with you, if you could, your Crimes. 
No, Iwill have my Juſtice underſtood, 
Proclaim thy Falſhood and thy Luft aloud. 
Queen. About it then, the noble Work begin; 
Be proud, and boaſt how cruel you have been, 
Oh how a Monarch's Glory *twill advance! 
Do, quickly let it reach the Ears of France. 


I've 


I've 
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T've there a Royal Brother that is young, 
3 certainly revenge his Siſter's Wrong; 
nto thy Spain a mighty Army bring, 
Tumble thee from thy Throne a wretched thing, 5 
And make thee quite forget thou e' er wert King. 
King. I ne'er had Pleaſure with. her al t 
Night: 
The Viper finds ſhe's cruſh'd, and fain would bite. 
Oh! were he here, and durſt maintain that Word, 
I'd like an Eagle feize the callow Bird, 
And gripe him till the Daſtard Craven cry'd 
Then throw him panting by his Siſter's Side, 
Queen. Alas! I faint and fink; my Lord your 
Hand : 
My Spirits fail, and I want Strength to ſtand. 
[To D. John, 
D. John. Oh Jealouſy ! 
A Curſe which none but he that bears it knows ; 
| [ Leads her to @ Chair. 
So rich a Treaſure who would live to loſe ? 
King, The Poiſon works, Heavea grant there were 
enough, 8 
She is ſo foul, ſhe may be Poiſon proof. 
Now, my falſe Fair one 
Qzeen. Tyrant, hence be gone, 
This Hour's my laſt, and let it be my own. 
Away, away, I would not leave the Light 
With ſuch a hated Object ix my Sight. 
King, No, I will ftay, and even thy Pray'rs 
prevent ; 


his 


] would not give thee Leiſure to repent ; 


But let thy Sins all in one Throng combine 
To plague thy Soul, as thou haſt tortur'd mine. 
Queen, Glut then your Eyes, your Tyrant-Fury 


ca, 
And triumph; bus remember, when l'm dead, 
Hereafter on your dying Pillows you 
May feel thoſe Tortures which you give me now. 
Ge 
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Go on, your worſt Reproaches I can bear, 
And with 'em all you ſhall not force a Tear. 
King. Thus, Auſtria, my loſt Freedom I obtain, 
And once more ſhall appear my ſelf again. 
Love held me faſt, whilſt, like a fooliſh Boy, 4 


Jof the thing was fond becauſe twas gay 
But now I've thrown the gaudy Toy away. 
Eboli, Help, Murder, help [Eboli vithia. 
King. See, Auſtria, whence that Cry : 
Call up our Guards, there may be Danger nigh. 
| Enter Guards. 


Znter Eboli in her Night-dreſs, wounded and bleeding 
Rui-Gomez purſuing her. 


Eboli. Oh! guard me from that cruel Murderer ; 
But 'tis in vain, the Steel has gone too far. 

Turn, wretched King, I've ſomething to unfold ; 
Nor can I die till the ſad Secret's told, 

King. The Woman's mad; to ſome Apartment by 
Remoye her, where ſhe may grow tame and die, 
Fate came abroad to Night, reſolv'd to range: 

I love a kind Companion in Revenge. 
[Hugs Rui-Gomez, 

Eboli, If in your Heart Truth any Favour wins, 

If &er you-would repent of ſecret Sins, 
Hear me a Word. 

King. What wouldſt thou ſay? Be brief. 

Eboli. Do what you can to ſave that precious Life; 
Try ev'ry Art that may her Death prevent: 

You are abus'd, and ſhe is innocent. 
When I perceiv'd my Hopes of you were vain, 
Led by my Luſt I practis d all my Charms 
To gain the Prince, Don Carlos, to my Arms. 
But there too croſs'd, I did the Purpeſe change, 
And Pride made him my Engine for Revenge : 
[To Rui-Gomez. 


Taught 
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Taught bim to raiſe your glowing Jealouſy. 
Then my wild Paſſion at this Prince did fly. [To og. f 
And that was done for which I now muſt die. 

King. Ha, Gomez, ſpeak, and quickly; is it ſo? 

R. Go. I'm ſorry you ſhould doubt if't be or no. 
She, by whoſe Luſt my Honour was betray'd, 
Cannot want Malice now to take my Head; 

And therefore does this Penitence pretend. 

E boli, Oh Auſtria, take away that ugly Fiend: 
He ſmiles, and mocks me, waiting for my Soul 
See how his glaring fiery Eye-balls roll, 

R. Go. Thus is her Fancy tortur'd by her Guilt : 
But ſince yow'll have my Blood, let it be ſpilt. 

King, No more | [To R. Gom. 
Speak on, I charge thee, by the Reſt 
Thou hop'ſt, the Truth, and as thou ſhalt be bleſs'd. 

NET [To Eboli, 
Eboli, As what I've ſaid is ſo, 
There may I find, where I muſt anſwer all, 
What moſt I need, Heay'n's Mercy on my Sonl, 
| Dies. 
King. Heav'n! She was ſenſible that ſhe wobia 
die, 9 


| And durſt not in the Minute tell a Lye. 


D. John. His Guilt's too plain; ſee his wild 
ſtaring Eye. | 
By Unconcern he would ſhew Innocence: 
But harden'd Guilt ne'er wanted the Pretence 0 
Of great Submiſſion, when't had no Defence. 
Thus whilſt of Life you ſhew this little Care, 
You ſeem not guiltleſs, but betray Deſpair. 
Ring. His Lite What Satisfaction can that give? 
But oh] in Doubt I muſt for ever live, | 
And loſe my Peace yet 1 the Truth will 
find; | 


| I'll rack him for't, Go, in this Minute bind 


D Him 
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Him to the Wheel ---- 
R. Go. How have I this deſerv'd, 
Who only your Commands obey'd and ſery'd ? 
What would you have me do? 
King, I'd have thee tell 
The I'ruth ; Do, Gomez, all ſhall then be well. 
R. Go, Alas! like you, Sir, in a Cloud I'm loft, 
And can but tell you what I think at moſt. 
You ſet me as a Spy upon the Prince, 
And ſtill I brought the beſt Intelligence 
I could; till finding him too much aware 
Of me, I nearer Meaſures took by her: 
Which if I after a falſe Copy drew, 
*Tis I have been unfortunate as you. 
King. And is this all thou haſt for Life to 
ſhow ? 
R, Go. Dear, Sir, your Pardon, it is all I know. 
King. Then Villain I am damn'd as well as thou. 
Heay'n! where is now thy ſleeping Providence, 
That took ſo little Care of Innocence? 
Oh Auſtria, had | to thy Truth inclin'd, 
Had I been half fo yoo as thou wert kind! 
But I'm too tame; ſecure the Traitor, Oh! 
[ Guards ſeize R. Go, 
Earth open, to thy Centre let me go, a 
And there for ever hide my impious Head. ! 
Thou faireft, pureſt Creature Heay'n e'er made, 
Thy injur'd Truth too late I've underſtood :; 
Yet live and be immortal as th'art good. 
een. Can you to think me innocent incline 
On her bare Word, and would not credit mine? 
The Poiſon's very bufy at my Heart; 
Methinks I ſee Death ſhake his threat'ning Dart, 
Why are you kind, and make it hard to die? 
Perſiſt, continue on the Injury: 
Call me ſtill vile, inceſtuous, all that's foul, 
King. Oh pity, pity my Deſpairing Soul; 
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Sink it not quite. Raiſe my Phyſicians ſtraight. 
Haſten them quickly ere it be too late; 
Propoſe Rewards may ſet their Skill at Strife: 
i'll give my Crown to him that ſaves her Life. 
Curs'd Dog! [To Gon 
D. Fohn, Vile Proftitute 
King, ---- Revengeful Fiend ! 
But I've forgotten half; to Carlos ſend; 
Prevent what his Deſpair may make him do. 


Enter Henrietta. 


Hen. Oh Horror, Horror | everlaſting Woe r 
The Prince, the Prince! f 
King. Ha ! ſpeak, 
Hen. - He dies, he dies. 
Within upon his Couch he bleeding lies, 
Juſt taken from the Bath, his Veins all cut, 
From which the ſpringing Blood flows ſwiftly out: 
He threatens Death on all that ſhall oppoſe | 
His Fate, to ſave that Life which he will lofe. g 
King. Dear Auſtria, haſten, all thy Intreſt uſe, 
Tell him it is to Friendſhip an Offence, 
And let him know his Father's Penitence. 
Beg him to live. 
N. Go. Since you've decreed my Death, know 'rwill 
be hard : 
The Bath by me was poiſon'd when prepar'd. 
I ow'd him that for his late Pride and Scorn, 
King. There never was ſo curs'd a Villain born. 
But by. Revenge ſuch Pains he ſhall go thro', 
As &en Religious Cruelty ne'er knew. | 
Rack him! T'll broil him, burn him by Degrees, Þ 
Freſh Torments for him ev'ry Hour deviſe, 4 
Till he curſe Heav'n, and then the Caitiff dies. 
Queen, My faithful Henrietta, art thou come 
To wait th' unhappy Miſtreſs to her Tomb? 


Da 1 
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1 brought thee hither from thy Parents young, 

And now muſt leave thee to Heay'n knows what 
Wrong. | 

Put Heav'n to its Protection will receive 

duch Gaodneſs, let it then thy Queen forgive. 

Hen. How much I lov'd you, Madam, none can 

tell; 

For 'tis unſpeakable, I lov'd ſo well. 

A Proof af it the World ſhall quickly find ; 

For when you die, I'll ſcorn to ſtay behind, 


Enter Don Carlos ſupported between two, and bleeding. 


P. John. See, Sir, your Son, 

K ing. My Son ? But oh! how dare 
F uſe that Name, when this ſad ObjeR's near? 
See, injur'd Prince, who 'tis thy Pardon crayes, 
No more thy Father, but the, worſt of Slaves: 
Behold the Tears that from theſe Fountains flow, 

D. Car. 1.come to take my Farewel ere I go 

Fo that. bright Dwelling, where there is no Room 
For Blood, and where the Cruel never come. 

King. I know there is not, therefore muſt deſpair, 
Oh Heav'n l his Cruelty 1 cannot bear. 
Doſt thou not heat thy wretched Father ſue ? 
D. Car. My Father! ſpeak the Words once more; 

is't you? | 

And may 1 think the dear Converſion true? 
Oh that I could. 

King. By Heav'n thou muſt —— it is! 
Let me embrace and kiſs thy trembling Knees. 
Why wilt thou die? no, live, my Carlos live, 
And all the Wrongs that I have done forgive. 

D. Car Life was my Curſe, and given me ſure in 

. ſpite. | 
Oh! had 1 periſh'd when I fiſt ſaw Light, 
1 neyer then thefe Miferies had brought 
On you, nor by you had been guilty thought. , 
rop 
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Prop me: Apace I feel my Life decay, 
The little Time on Earth I have to ſtay, 
Grant I without Offence may here beſtow ; 


[ Pointing to the Queen, 


You cannot certainly be jealous now. 
King. Break, break my Heart 


[Leads Don Carlos to the Chair. 


D. Car. You've thus more Kindneſs ſhown, 


Than if y'ad crown'd and plac'd me on your 


Throne: ----. 
Methinks ſo highly happy I appear, 
That I could pity you, to ſee you there. 
Take me away again : : You are too good, 
Queen, Carlos, ist you? O ſtop that Royal Flood; 
Live, and poſſeſs your Father's Throne, when I 
In dark and gloomy Shades fcrgotten lie. 


D. Car. Crowns are beneath me, I have higher a 


Pride: 

Thus on you fix'd, and dying by your Side, 

How much a Life and Empire 1 diſdain ! 5 

No, we'll together mount, where both ſhall reign g 

Above all Wrongs, and never more complain. 

Ave n. O matchleſs Youth! O Conſtancy Di- 

vine! 

Sure there was never Love that equall'd thine; . 

Nor any ſo unfortunate as mine 

Henceforth forſaken Virgins ſhall in Songs, - 

When they would eaſe their own, repeat thy 
Wrongs; 

And in Remembrance of thee, for thy ſake, 

A ſolemn annual Proceſſion make; 

In chaſte Devotion as fair Pilgrims come, 

With Hyacinths and Lilies deck thy Tomb. 

But one thing more, and then, vain World, adieu: 

It is to reconcile my Lord and you. 


D. Car. H'as done no Wrong to me, I am poſ- 


ſeſs'd 
Of all, beyond my Expectation bleſs'd; 
Ds: Bin 
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Put yet methinks there's fomething in my Heart 
Tell me, I muſt not roo nnkindly part. 
Father, draw nearer, raiſe me with our Hand; 
Before. die, what is't you will command? 

King. Why wert thou made ſo excellenthy good? 
And why was it no ſooner underſtood ? 
Bur J was curs'd, and blindly led aftray ;) 
Oh! for thy Father, for thy Father pray. 
Thou mayft ask that which Pm too vile to dare; 
And leave me not tormented by Deſpair. 


D. Car. Thus then with the Remains of Life we 


knee}, 


[Don Carlos and the Queen fink out of the Chairs 


and: kaeel. 
May you be ever free from all that's ill. 
Queer, And everlaſting Peace upon you dwell. 


King. No more: This Virtue's too divinely bright; 


My darken'd Scul too converſant with Night, 


Grows blind, and overcome with too much Light, 


Here raiſe 'em up, gently: Ye Slaves, down, down! 


Ye, glotious Toils, a Scepter and a Crown, 
For ever be forgotten; in your Stcad, 
Only Eternal Darkneſs wrap my Head. 


Qucen, Where are you? Oh! farewel, J muſt be 


gone. 


King. Bleſs'd happy Soul, take not thy Flight ſo 


ſoon : 
Stay till I die, then bear mine with thee too, 
And guard it up, which elſe muſt ſink below. 
Azcen. From all my Injuries and alt my Fears, 
From Jealouſy, Love's Bane, the worſt of Cares, 
Thus 1 remoye to fiffthat Stranger Reft. 
Cerlo, thy Hand; receive me on thy Breaſt; 
Within this Minute how ſhall we be bleſt! 
D. Car. Oh, far above 
Whatever Wiſhes fram'd, or Hopes deſign'd 
Thus, where we.go, we {hall the Angels find 
For. ever praiſing, and for ever kind, . 


; 
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"Ween. Make haſte, in the firſt Sphere Ell for yau 
ay 3 
Thence we'll riſe both to evcrlaſting Day. 
Farewel----- [Diss. 
D. Car. I'll folow you; now cloſe my Eyes; | 
[ Leans on ber Baſom. 
Thus all o'er Bliſs the happy Carlos dies. [ wes. 


King. Tate gone, tate gone, where I muſt ne er 


aſpire. | 
Run, fally out, and ſet the World on Fire, 
Alarum Nature, let looſe all the Winds, 
Set free thoſe Spirits whom ſtrong Magick binds; 
Let the Earth open all her ſulph'rous Veins, 


The Fiends ſtart from their Hell, and ſhake the ir 


Chams 3:: :.. 
Till all Things from their Harmony decline, 
And the Confuſion be as great as mine. 
Here mn lie down, and never more ariſe, 
Howl out my Life, and rend the Air with Cries. 


D. John. Hold, Sr, afford your lab'ring Heart 


ſome Eaſe. 


king. Oh! name it not: there's no ſuch thing 


as Peace, 

From theſe warm Lips yet one ſoft Kiſs I'll take, 
How my Heart beats! why wont the Rebel break? 
My Love, my Carlos, I'm thy Father, ſpeak. 

Oh! he regards not now my MNiſeries, 
Fut's deaf to my Complaint, as I have been to his. 
Oh! now I think on't better, all is well; 
Here's one that's juſt deſcending into Hell: 
How comes it that he's not alr-ady gone ? 
Ihe Sluggard's lazy, but I'll ſpur him on. 


Hey! {tow he flies! [Stabs R. Gomez, 
R. Go, Twas aim'd well at my Heart; 

That I had Strength enough but to retort, 8 

Pull Life, ſo tamely mult I from thee part? 


Curles 


| 
| 
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Curſes and Plagues ! Revenge, where art thdu 


now ? | 
Meet, meet me at thy own dark Houſe below. 
[Dies. 
King. He's gone, and now there's not ſo vile a 
thing 
&s I. 


D. John, Remember, Sir, you are a King, 
King, A King! it is too little: III be more, 
T tell thee. Nero was an Emperor; 
He kill'd his Mother, but I have that out-done, 
Murder'd a loyal Wife, and guiltleſs Son, 
Yet, Auſtria, why ſhould I grow mad for that? 
IF it my Fault I was unfortunate ? 
D. John. Collect your Spirits, Sir, and calm your 
Mind. 
King. Look to't ; ſtrange things I tell thee are 
deſigu'd. 
Thou, Auſtria, ſhalt grow old, and in thy Age 
Doat, doat, my Heroe: Oh, a long gray Beard, 
With Eyes diſtilling Rheum, and hollow Cheeks, 
Will be ſuch Charms, thou canſt not want Suc- 
ceſs. 
But above all beware of Jealouſy; 
It was the dreadful Curſe that ruin'd me. 
D. John. Dread Sir, no more. 
King. Oh Heart! Oh Heav'n ! ut ſtay, 
Nam'd 1 not Heav'n? I did, and at the Word 
(\ethought I faw't) the Azure Fabrick ſtirr'd. 
Oh, for my Queen and son the Saints prepare: 
Bui I'll purſue and overtake em there: a 
Whirl, ſtop the Sun, arreſt his Charioteer , 
I'll rid: in that away; pull, pull him down; 
Oh, o I hurl the Wild. fire as I run! 
Now, now I mount--- Runs off raving. 
D. John. Look to the King... 
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See of this fair one too ſtrict Care be had. 


Pointing to Henrietta. 
Deſpair, how vaſt a Triumph haſt thou made! 
No more in Love's enervate Charms Tl lie; 
Shaking off Softneſs, to the Camp I'll fly, 
Where "Thirſt of Fame the active Heroe warms; 
And what I've loft in Peace, regain in Arms, 


Exeunt omnes. 
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Spoken by a Girl. 


OW what d'ye think my Meſſage hither mean, 
Yonder's the Poet ſic behind the Scene: : 
He told ms there was Pity in my Face, 
And thereſore ſent me here to make his Paace, 
Let me for once perſuade you to be kind, 
For he has promis'd me to ſtand my Friend. 
And if this Time 1 can your Kindneſs move, c 


Heil write for me, he ſwears by al above, 

When I am big enough to be in Love, 

Now won't ye be good-natur'd,. ye fine Men ? 
Indeed I'll grow as faſt as er I can, 

And try if to his Promiſe hell bs true. 

Think on' t; when that Time comes, ye do not know 
But I may grow in Love With ſome of you. 

Or, at the worſt, I'm certain I ſhall ſee 

Among ſt you thoſe who'll ſwear they're ſo with me. 
But now, if by my Suit you'll not be won, 

You know what your Unkindneſs oft has done ; 

Fl ten for ſake the Play-Houſe, and turn Nun, 


